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THE FOURTH EDITION. 
—ſ '. — —— 
THE 


WHIM or THE DAY, 


(rox 1791,) 


CONTALTINING 


AN ENTERTAINING SELECTION | 
OF THE 


CHOICEST AND MOST APPROVED 


8 0 N © S, 


NOW 81 NG1 NG 


At, TurArzzs-RovA, the ANACREONTIE 
Socizrr, the BEET-SrEAK Crus, 


And other Convivial and Polite Aſſemblies. 
— — — OILY — 


—— 


TO WHICH 18 ADDED, 


THE CONVIVIAL TOAST MASTER: 
O R, 


PRESIDENT's SENTIMENTAL COMPANION. 


| : 
> I II ———— Ä— 

* 

þ 


sr 
on 


L O N D ON: 


PRINTED I "AND FOR J. ROACH, RUSSBL=COURT, 
DRURY-LANE» 


And ſold by all the Bookſellers in Great- Britain and 
7 reland. 


\ 1 T—— 
0 PRICE ONE SHILLING, 1 


PN F 


* 1 


; | 
THE grave Divine, who having compiled a long and 
. elaborate Treatiſe on Controverſy, or ſome other religious 
book, fits down to compoſe a Preface ; tells you very 
ſeriouſly that his ſole intention in taking all that trouble 

is to inſtruct the world; and, that he will think himſelf 
happy, if but one ſoul is led into the way of eternal Salva: 
tion by has labours. 

The ſolemn Lawyer, whoſe voluminous Works quis 
half an age to read, and ftudy them with any profit, aſ- 
erts boldly in his Preface, that huis only motive for en- 
_ gaging in ſo labourious a taſk, is to prevent his brethren 
| of the Long-Robe from ſucking the very vitals of their 
clients, and to explain the law according to its original 
meaning, and remove the opportunity of perverting its 
Fenſe by quibbles, &c.—Have you any intereſt with the 
Bookſeller that publiſhes for thoſe Gentlemen ?—Aſe pri- 
vately how much he paid for the Copy, and you will ſoon 
find out the ſpring that ſet their fingers in motion. 

A Book calculated for amuſement requires no fuck 
incredible proteſtations ; we ſhall therefore content ourſelves 
with declaring, that _—_ Self excited us to undertake 


COMPILING 


comming THE WHIM OF THE DAY; 1, 
liberal encouragement it has met with from a generous 
Public, makes it incumbent on us to redouble our efforts, 
in order that the WHIM for 1791, may not only excel it, 
predeceſſor, but all other Publications of the kind, in merit 
of Compoſition, beauty of Type, and Correfneſs of Print; 

r we have always confidered Gratitude as one of the 
moſt noble qualities of man; and, we certainly muſt con- 
feder the nan who is dgfective of it, as unworthy of the 
Society of Human Beings ; neither all we endeavour to 
enhance the value of our own Work, by criticiſng that of 
another ;=-nor to diminiſi that of another by fly inuen 
© does, we candidly and openly ſubmit our Cauſe to the beſt 
and only Judges of the worth of books dhe Readers, who 
will, with thew uſual candour, give the preference to that 
where they fee the defign deft cond udled. In exprftation 
f this preference, we all continue our exertions every 
year, to colleck what we fhall find beft adapted to the Pub- 
ic taſte, from the Theatres of all denonimations ; from 
Clubs and! other Societies; untainted with Ribaldry, and 
rer from every compoſition whick can in the fmalleft de. 
| gree tend to vortuſt the Heart, or even «rope chaftee 
Ear. 


= 
Z 
© 
2 


A. 
SCARLET coat and a ſmart cockade, 
And ye fall walk in ſilk attire, 

A clerk I was in London gay, — 
A voyage over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
at Acroſs the Downs this morning, &c. 
A miſer bid to have and hold me, =_ 
A flaxen-headed cow-boy, &c. — 
'J A ſailor's life's a life of woe, — 
8 1 
5 
4 


But three months yet I've been a wife, 
Blithe as the hours of May, - . 
Ben Backſtay lov'd the gentle Anna, 

Blow cheerly ye winds till my Henry return, 


c. 


Come let us dance and fing, o 2 


Come laſſes! follow me, - — 


Confuſion! thus defeated! - 1 


Come, hear an old campaigner's ſong, 

Come laſſes and hit to my ſong, - 

Could I trace back the time, &c, - 
| D. 

Domeſtic peace, my] ſoul's delice, & 


- 


ey 


F. 
nov the breeze is — 
For tenderneſs fram'd in life's cen day, 
From aloft the * looks around, - 
* . E 
Good lack a 47 - - o 
Gallant Nation foes no more ! - — 
Go, George, I can't endure you. — 
Give me wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
Gad-a-mercy! devil's in gs . - 
Hark—the Bugle's ſylvian din, * 
How the deuce I came to like you, — | 
OY few know how to value life Im we , 36 
ow provoking y our doubts! do you thick m a fi 37 
Hearth of Oak? with v1 ur roſe; 58 
How happily my life T led | - 66 
Her Hes. with a ſmile, bit — — 80 gu 
How miſtaken is the Toyer, — — <4." Ws gu 
I. So 
An the warld's crooked path where I've been, 7; 8&7, F. 
Lam a briſk and ſprightly lad, — - "TY " Sle 
In Martindale, a village gy: - „ Su 
4 thought our quarrels ended, *=Y = 62 Sc; 
n youth we know to love fupreme - » RE DD 
Ie kiſs'd and I've prattled, &c Ae. = - 75 Th 
1 Im jolly Dick the lamplighter, 7 - T7 . 
1 3 L. ws Tr 
Love and honour now conſpi 5 Th 
Look'e, dear ma'am, I'm 3 the thing, . 4 ＋ 
Let angry Ocean to * ky, 1 ___ Ti 
M. . Ti 


Mars wou'd oft, his 883 over, 1 
. My heart is as honeſt and brave as the i 29 Te 
My plaint in no one pity moves - - 35 ＋ 


| 
| 
| ; My dear Mem, how you clack away, - 83 1. 


(7 7B 
N 


Now ſpring her ſweets diſcloſes, nb ge 1 = 
No more I'll court the town bred fair, 5 

; O. 
On Freedom's happy land - > 
Oh! a Erench F.1d: hg . * 


CITE) 
Oh! Life's a gay foreſt, like merry Sherwood, 
Oh, fear not my courage, prov'd over and over, 
Oh tell me Memory / no more, - — 

Of plighted faith ſo truly kept, 

0 f „ ſimple maid, &c. - - 

Of all ſenſations pity brings, — — 


Of the ancients its ſpeaking, &c. . 


K R. 
Reſplendant gleam'd the ample moon 
|  _ 

Sweet maid! &c, - - 
Surely woman's a powerful creature —_ 
Sweet inmate—Senfebility 7 — 
Some time ago I married a Wife, God 
Since, then Fm doom'd, &c. 4 
Slow ſpreads the „Ec. — 
Sweet is the dew rop on the thorn, ” 
Scenes of my youth, &c. „„ 

— y i A ö 
This maxim let ev'ry one hear, - 
There's a ſomething in kiſſing, &c. — 
The bluſhing pink the ſpotleſs white, - 
The ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, - 
"Tis in vain for ſuccour calling, — 
The roſe and the lily their beauties combining, 
The ſaulin oak loſt in the dell - - 
Tho” you think by this to vex me, - 
To Bachelors Hall we good fellows invite, + 
Through the walk of the willows, &c. - — 
Tho' many a nymph may claim my ſong, 


Tho' umes has from your lordſhip's face - 


2 
> n 
— 
* * 3 


n 


— 


The ſun, when ariſing, &c. 2 


The ling'ring pangs of hopeleſs e = 


Three years a failor's life I led, - 
To Anacreon in heaven, &e. 3 
© *Twas Saturday night, the twinkling flars - 
To this turf which now covers my clay, — 
1 
When firſt thy father's well-feign'd love, - 
Why ſhou'd I vain fears diſcover, — 
When the chace of day is done, - S 
While ſome praiſe the paſtoral margin of Tweed, 
What is love? an odd compound, &c. 
What can mean that thoughtful frow n) 
White man, never go away 3 
When Jaek parted from me, &c. - 
With care I've ſearch'd-the village round, 
With lowly ſuit and plaintive ditty, - 
When William at eve, &c. - - 
V. 
'Your Colinettes, and Armettes, tt L 
Young 2 Lvow, was the bonnieſt lad, 
Ve fair Britiſh belles one and all I invite you, 
Ve hours that part my love and me, — 
ho 1 + 
Zephyr, come thou playful-minion, 2 


* THE 
x _ WHIM or xs DAY, 


( For 1791. ) 


THE VOLUNTEER, ' Xx 


A FAVOURITE so. 


Sung by Mr. ficusbok, at  Vauxhaths | 


23 
42 SCARLET coat and a ſmart com 
45 A Are paſſports to the fair: 10 
7 For Venus Leif was kind tis faid | 
. To Mars, the god of war. | 
7 Then ener my country calls to 1 
Love's bwery . 


wear, 4 
Nor ſeth rewards. ſwoe Nanny 5 charms 
But go a V e 


Should fortune finile and grant me fame, " 
The laurel ſhall be thine ; | 1 


The flowers of love I claim, 
Ah let their ſweets hee by 


Then fince my country calls as 


— — 


x — —— — Are a, I 


= 4 —— * 


* 


69 


All hardſhips ſeem as light as air, 
While Britt maids we guard; 
Each ſoldier has ohe darling care, 
Her ſmiles his beſt reward, 
Then. fince my country calls, &. 


A NEW SONG. 


0 SLEEP. my helpleſs infant, fleep 
Thy cries diſtract my wounded — #4 2 

And 0 too long to watch and weep 
Has been thy wretched mother's parts 


HEN firſt thy father's well-feign'd love, 
Had learn'd my yielding breaſt to move, 

He look'd amid each faithlefs vow 

He look'd as innocent as thou; 

I thought he ne er could prove unkind 

But meu are falſe, and vows are wind. 

DO ſleep! &e. 


Oft when awake, thy beauteous ſmile . 

Can the long tedious hour beguile; 

And ſuch to win my youthful heart, 

Was once thy treacherous father's art! 

The fatal tale I need not tell. 

He knew, and us d his power too well. 
* TY). \ | : 0 ſleep! &c. 


Expds'd to ſhname expo d to ſcorn, 

He leaves the wretched and forlorn 

How truly once 1 lov'd his name, 

— ih powers! who knew the ſlame 
Oft as that name I now repeat, | 


My heart yet feels its wonted heat. 
| Wy 0 ſleep ! &cg 


* 


* 
1 
1 
E 
E 
Is 


„ 
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ve in thy infant form I trace 

Thy Father's Fer Father's grace? 
Thy voice ſhall breathe his melting tone, 
His manly ſtrength ſhall be thine own— 
Each charm ſhall one day grace my ſon 
But never adt as he has done. 


O fleep ! &c. 


With play ful ſmile, and heedlefs eye, 
Thou bo me weep, thou hear'ſt me ſigh; 
And long may*ft thou, my child, remain 
Unconſcious of thy mother's pain !— 
Forgetfulneſs from thoſe we love, 

113 be laſt pang the heart can prove, 

0 ſleep ! &c. 


Forlorn, abandon'd, and diſtreſt— 

What flattering hope can ſoothe this breaſt 
Can ſhe—th faber gave to grief. | 
Beg from a IE er's hand relief p 

"Ah! no—the evils I endure, - 

Thy tenderneſs alone can cure. 


0 ſleep ! &c. 
Then be it ſo!—my child ſhall join 


His wants, his fighs, his tears to mine; 


Il fated victims, will we rove, 


To faithleſs vows and ſlighted love! 
My cares the youth ſhall long engage, 
And thou ſhalt ſoothe my * age. 


O fleep, my helpleſs, infant ſleep! 
Thy cries 4% 0 5 wounded heart 3 
And O |! too long to watch. and weep 


Has been thy wretched mother's parts 


* 


5 
N 
[ 
| 
| 
a 


612) 


7 CAN BEAT HIM, STRS, AT THAT, 
A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Sung by Wiſs Net al Faux fall. 


UT three months yet. I've * a wife, 
And ſponſe already ſhews his airs: 

I wiſh I'd liv'd a ſingle life, 

But, as I could not, why who cares? 
Beſides, let huſband uſe his 

And Ko 2 1 5 and coc his — 
By Jove, he'll find, Pm not ſo young, 
Bur I can beat him, > at that, 9 


Ill go to o -ras,- balls, and lays, 

Or where I like, and won't Tbeck-dz 

Egad, I'll racket nights and days, . 

Until he treats me with reſpett: 7 

And if he romps with—I know who, , 3 
Perhaps hell meet with tii for tat; 
And faith may find, and ſhall ſo o, 

That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


But this I vow, if he'll be good, 

And let me ſometimes b my will, 

(Voung wives you know, ſurely ee, 
I' duly ev tre „5 1. 

And never, 5 no! never rove, 

But ſtay with dear at home, and chat; 

And prove by kindeſt deeds of love, 

That I e 9 en * 


| 
8 55 | : 1 
0 13. ), 6 : d y 


THE SILLER CROWN. _ 

6 ' : * 3 
A FAVOURITE: SCOTCH SONG. | 
| 
By Mr. RaxVIZ. | | 

& N ND ye fall walk in filk att | 1 
A bs Aud filler hae to ie wh 4 


« Gin yell conſent. to be my bride, 
4 Nor think on Donald matt! * 


Ah! wha wou'd buy a ben un 1 he | 4 
Wi' a Ir. broken h | Y 
And what's to me a Crown, 

Gin frae my love I py 


The mind, whaſe ev?ry with in pure l 
Far dearer is ome; 


And, ere I'm forc'd to break, my, ah, 


Til lay me down and dee! Af 
For, I have pledg'd my virgin-troth 7 7 
Brave Later Eu to ſhare? 9 
And he has gven to me his heart, — 
Wy? a its virtues rare! TH 
His gentle manners wan my 88 ; 1 3 
He, gratefu' took the * | 4% 

And, ſhou'd. 1 gang to ſeek er - 
It weu d be war than theft, 53 7M 
For, langeſt life can ne ler repay. 9 


»& 


The love he bears to me; 


And, ere Im forc'd to break my aich, l 73 1 
P'll lay me down and dee! IIA, a8 
B 2 1 4 


k | - 
1 = * 0 1 
* hy ”.\ 9 + 5 
7 . . l , " * 1 
8989 . i 
"5 L 5 s 
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| NS n 
10 THE SILLER CROWN. 


| By Mr. RanxIz. 


WEET maid! be ſtill to Donald tre, 
And ſmile his cares away 3 £ 
Ah! cruel wou'd the villain be, 

Wha cou'd fic worth betray ! 


In Innocence, wi” beauty bleſt, 
And excellence o' ſoul, 


| Still breathe on gentle Donald's broaft, 
Your love without controul. 


Can they wha walk in Gilk attire, 
Sae pe a paſhor: boaſt p 

Alas! o'er aft the garb conceals 
Is heart to virtue loſt! | 


In thee; tho? clad in dls weed, 

be pureſt virtues ſhine; | 
And Donald's heart, however den 

Nae purer is than thine | | 


Lang may-he keept matchleſs form 
Gill id trouble free: by | 


2 highly prize the richeſt ift, 
That nature 2 to gie! 1 25 


Adieu dear maid tho” loſt to me, 

Be endleſs bleſſings thine; | 9 
Thine Dopald's love and ne dale, | 

And I will not repine. 


61630 


The moſt approved 
'$ONGS, 


Selefted from the Comic Opera of | 
INKLE AND YARICO. 


As performed at the Theatres Royal, Covent Carden, 
end the Hay-market, with great applauſe, 


$ O NS. 
By Mr. FawcertrT. 


* 
* 
”- 


1. 


A CLERK I was in London gay, 
Jemmy linkum feedle, 
And 2 in 8 to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 
I march'd the lobby, twirl'd my flick, 
3 daddle, deedle; 
irls all cry d, Hei quite the kick J 
Tp n linkum feedle. 


* 
= St 


8 ad” 


* 
: | | 
* 7 , = * dd. Thad x» — 1 oh 1 1 
r . 


=p 


: 0 


Hey! for America fail, 
Vanker doodle deedle; 4 : 
The ſailor boys cry'd, © Ne. hi tails „ 


Jemmy linkum 


Nd 


- „ 
. eren 
2 —— — . St cams... * 


- = 
' 
N — — 
| 
4 N "4 : ad 


* — — 7 ' — 


B 2 


—— 
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On Engliſh belles I turn'd my back, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle ; _ 

And got a foreign Fair; quite Black, 
O twaddle, twaddle, tweedle! 


Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 
3 wheedle, —_— 
ay boaſt their pqutin er-lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle. - 
My Wows wou'd beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, | 
"Whoſe upper-lip pouts twice as much, 
O, pretty double wheedle ! 


IV. 


Rings I'll buy to deck her toes; 
Jemmy linkum feedle; 

A feather line Thall grace her noſe: 
Waving ſidle ſeedle. a 

Wich jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt; 
Who'd ſteal niy bone of bone-a? 

A white Othello, 1'can'truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona. 


. 
0 NG 
Sung by Mr, Davizs. 

13 


HY ſhou'd I vain fears diſcovery 
Y Prove ® dying, fighting Twain? 
Why turn ſhilly-ſhafly lover, 1 0 
Only to prolong my pain? 


11. 


When we woo the dear enſlaver, 
Boldly aſk and ſhe will grant; 

How ſhould we obtain a favour, 
But by telling what we want? 


111. 


Should the nymph be found com lyin 
Nearly then the battle's won; * 
Parents think 'tis vain denying, 


When half the work is fairly done, 


— — — 
* 


SON G. RON D EAV. 


Sung by Mrs. MouNTAINs 
Tune, —Since tis vain to think of Aying. 
1. 


ARS wou'd oft, his conqueſt over, 
To the Cyprian Coddefl yielded; 
Venus gloried in a lover, 


Who, like him, cou'd brave the field. 
Mars wou'd oft, &c. 


IIs 


In the cauſe of battles hearty, 
Still the God wou'd ſtrive to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, 
Fitteſt was to meet his love. | 


Mars wou'd oft, Sc. 


2 


ts) 


FIT, 


Hear then, Captains, e who bluſſer/ f 
Hear the God of Wir declare, 
Cowards never can paſs muſter; 


Mars wou'd oft, &c. 


. 
Sung by Mrs. MoounTtain, and Mrs. Roex; 


1 now the breeze is blowing; 
As yon ſhip at anchor rides, 
Sullen waves inceſſant flowing, 
Rudely daſh againſt the ſides: 
So my heart, its courſe impeded, 
Beats — pr breaſt : 
Doubts, like waves by waves ſuceeded, 
Riſe, and ſtill a it reſt, | 


S O NG. 
A Mm. BilLiNGTONe 


1. 


HEN the chace of day is done, 
And the ſhaggy hon's {kin, 
Which, for us, our Warriors win, 
Decks our cells, at ſet of ſun; 


Worn with toil, with fleep oppreſty 
I preſs my molly bed, wy to reſt, 


9 


(9) 


Then, once more, I ſee our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again: 
Once more, *tis day, 
Once more, our.pre x 
Gnaſhes his an Wel. and foams in vain, 
Again, in ſullen haſte, he flies, 
Ta'en in the toil, again ho hes, : 
Again he roars—and, in my ſlumbers, dies, 


1 © N G. 
Sung by Mrs. Rock. 
| Is 


Hs maxim let ev'ry one hear, 
Proclaim'd from the North to the South; 
Whatever comes in at your ear, | 
Shou'd never tun out at your mouth, 
We ſervants, like ſervants of ſtate, 
Shou'd liſten to all, and be dumb3 
Let others harrangue and debate, | 
We look wiſe—ſhake our head and are mum: 
11. 
The Judge in dull dignity dreſt, 
In Miese. hears bar Rees preach ; 
And then to prove filence is beſt | 
He'll get up, and give them 4 Tpecchi, 
By ſaying but little, the maid _ 
Will keep her ſwain under her thumb; 
And the lover, that's true to his trade, 
1s certain to kiſs, and cry mum. 


CI 


623 
0 N 6. 
Sung by Mr. Fawenrr. 
Tune,—Laft Valentine's Days 


1. 


A VOYAGE over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which ſide to butter my bread, 
Heigho! ſure I—for hunger muſt die! 
I've ſail'd like a booby; come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all! 
Oho! I'm a terrible booby! 
Oh, what a fad booby am I! 


1 


In London, what gay chop-houſe ſigns in the ſtreet? 
But the only ſign here is or nothing to eat. a 
Heigho! that Fe hunger ſhould die! 
My mutton's all loſt ; I'm a poor ſtarving elf; 
And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf. 
Po. Oho ! I ſhall die a loſt mutton ! 
Oh! what a loſt mutton am I! 


111. 


For a neat ſlice of beef, I could roar like a bull; 
And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is quite full. 
Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhould die! 
But, grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave 
For my bacon, I fancy, I never ſhall fave. 
Oho! I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon! 
I can't fave my bacon, not I! 


en) 


FINAL X 
By My. Dxviith 


OME let vs dance and fing. 
While all Batbadoes bells ſhall ring: 

Love ſcrapes'the fiddle-ſtring, | 
And Venus plays the lute; 


Hymnen gay, foots awa 

Happy at tat weddin 9 

Cocle his chin, and figufes in, 
To tabor, fife, and flute, 


EINER 


Come then dance and fin 


While all Barbadoes bells 
By Mrs. Mouxraix. 


Sinck thus each anxious care 

Is vaniſh'd into empty air, 

Ah! how can I forbeaer 

1 1 200 the jocund dance? 
o and fro, cou ; 

To un fo comers 

While with glee, merrily, A 

The foſy hours advunce. 


Chorus 


Ha ng, Ke 


, 
' 


1 


By Mrs. B1LLINGTON. 


When firſt the ſwelling ſea E 
Hither bore my love and me, 

What then my fate would be, 

| Little did I think--- 

Doom'd to know care and woe, 

Happy ſtill is Yarico; 

Since her love will conſtant prove, 

And nobly ſcorns to ſhrink, 


Chorus. 
By Mr. Fawcerr. 


*Sbobs! now I'm ſix'd for life, 

My fortunes fair, tho* black's my wife, 
ho fears domeſtic ſtrife 

Who cares now a ſouſe ! 

Merry cheer my dingy dear 

Shall find with her Factotum here; 

Night and day, I'll friſk and play 
About the houſe, with Wows. 


Choruss 
By Mrs, Rock. 


Let Patty ſay a word ä L 
A chambermaid may ſure be heard 


Sure men are grown abſurd, Ed 24 
Thus taking black for white! 
To hug and kiſs a dingy miſs, 
Will hardly ſuit an age like this, 
Unleſs, here, fome friends appear, 
Who like this wedding night. 


Chorus, 


(2890 


8 0 N G. 


＋ 


By Mr. Oo! tex, Ms: Davres, Mre. Movnrar 
Mrs. Rock. 


a 


Mr. Quick, 


= 


OUR Colinettes, and Anka, | 
Your Damons of the grove, YE 
Who like Fallals, and Paſtorals, . 


MMWaſte years in love! 


But modern folks know better jokes, 
And, courting once begun, 
To church 8 ar at bitce—and my. 
gad, P 


5 done! 


Ana. 
In life we e prance a country dance, 

Where every couple ſtands; 
Their partners {eta while curveti— 

But ſoon join hands. FLY e 


Mrs. MouNnTAIN. 
When at our feet, fo trim and neat, ' 3 


The powder'd lover ſues, 
He vows he dies, the lad sha, 


But can't re $2 v4; o 
Ah! how can The cd e'er ſee 1 
Her ſwain his death iucur? | - 
If onee the Squire is ſeen expire, i 


He lives with her. 


— 
3 —ꝛ———— — :. — ũä . — 


(24 Þ 


ALL, 
In life we prance a country dance, &es 


1 5 Ire, Rog. 


When John and 5. e fairly met, 
John ld tries h 
He ſteals a buſs, without more fuſs, 
h Ehe bargain” s.ſtruck, * 
Whilſt things below are going ſo, 4 
Is Betty pray to blame p 
Who . Nm pin her miſtreſs Grey. 


Juſt, juſt 95 
rok 
In life we prance a country dance, &c. 


EX THE BANKS OF. THE CLYDE, 
A FAVOURISS. zou. 


HILE ſome oral in of Tweed, 
And others 2 pe th pelond.n of the Tay, 


on: O fair xx &, of ule N ONS 


rural meanders uo, ſtream 


Full oft FO wild banks in my ahh did I tread 


The trout and the par from thy wave to decoy 3 | 
Maria then ſhar'd in my inngcent joy; 


But Maria is s falls adm leaſures are fled, 


68 } 


| 


The moſt approved 


sols, 
Selected from the Comic Opera of 
THE WOODMAN, 


As performed at the Theatre Royal, Covent Gar 
pe with great applauſe. ”* 


By Mr. BATE DUDLEY, | 


—— — — 
— — —— — 


AIR. Mrs. MARTVR. 


HERE's a ſomething in kiſſing I cannot te w'1 

Makes my heart in a tumult jump more than breaſt 

high: [ES 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, - 

| And plealing, | | 
We find thoſe rude creatures—the dear kiſſing men, 9 
That we wiſh it repeated again, and again! | i 


* 


Tho? a kiſs ſtop my breath, oh ! how little care I, 
Since a woman at ſome time or other muſt die! 
For nine times in ten, 
So teazing, | 
And was 4 | 
We find thoſe rude creatures—the dear kiſſing m&y 
That we wilh it repeated again, and again} 


C 


% 


626) 
AIR. Mr. Quick, 


NURELY woman's a powerful creature 
%. uy every tage of her life, 
So arm'd at all points by dame Nature, 
As Matden—Miſs—Widow—or Wife! 
In her bloom, ev'ry glance ſhe ſhoots thro? you; 
Even after her Jarum's well ſtrung ;— _ 
And ſure is that force to ſubdue you, 


Which ſhifts from the eye to the tongue! 


DUET.—Mz:ſs Dari and Mrs. MazxTyYRg 


| E ba bluſhing pink—the ſpotleſs white, 

Will always charm the purer fight,” 

Diſdaining gaudy pride: 

How can ſuch colours fail to pleaſe, 22 
When, oh! with ſilken bands like theſe, 


True lovers-knots are ty di! 


—_— ä 


—— 


AlR.— Mr. IncizDon. | 


TE ſtreamlet that flow'd round her cot, 
All the charms of my Emily knew ; 

How oft has its courſe been forgot, ; 
While it paus'd, her dear Image to woo! 

Believe me, the fond filver tide. | 
Knew from whence it deriv'd the fair prize, 

F orfilently ſwelling with pride— | 

I reflected her back to the ſkies ?- 


( #7 ) 
AlR. -M, Dart, 


EPH YR, come thou —_ minion, 
Greet with whiſpers foft mine earl 
Hence! each breeze of ruder pinion, 
Tell me I have nought to fear! 


Gently, Zephyr, wing him over, 
Tho? I ne'er behold him more ; 
Wich the breath of ſome young lover, 

Waft him to his native ſhore ! 


AIR. — Mr. BLANCHARD» 


T* the world's crooked path where I've been, 
There to ſhare of life's gloom my poor part, 
The bright-ſun ſhine that ſoften'd the ſcene 


Waz=—a fmile from the girl of my heart f 


Not a ſwain when the lark quits her neſt, 
But to labour with glee will depart, 

If at eve he expects to be bleſt 
With ſmile from the girl of his heart} 


Come then croſſes and cares as they may, 
Let my mind {bill this maxim impart, 
That the comfort of man's fleeting day 


1 ſmile from tlie girl of his heart I 


AIR — Mr. BANNISTER» | 


N Freedom's happy land 
My taſk of duty done, 
With Mirth's iight-heartgd band 
Why not the lowly Woodman one ? 


C2 


( 28 ) 
Tho Fortune's ſmile our groves forſake, 
Mirth may be left behind ; 


For wealth can neither give, nor take 
This treaſure of the mind! 


On Freedom's happy land, &e, 


Come, Cheerfulneſs, with blithſome gait, 
Trip by the peafants ſide; 
While care—in cold and ſullen ſtate, 
Sits on the brow of pride, 
| On Freedom's happy land, &e; 


DSS r — ——— ——— ⏑—— 


| GLEE—Miſs DALI, Mrs. Maxrvn; Mr. BLAN e 


HARD, and Mr, WILLIAMSON, 


W is love p an odd compound of ſimples mol 


ſweet, 


Cull'd in life's ſpring by e mortals to cheat; 
A paſſion—no eloquence yet cou 


do a ſigh beſt expreſſes the paſſion of Love / 


d improve, 


AIR.— Captain O' Donnel— Mr. JOHNSTONE, 
O ! a French federation, 
Or courtier's oration, 
Is all botheration, 
To you, Bob, and me 


Put what's more inviting, 
My own heart delighting, 
Faith better than fighting, 
I' tell yon—d'ye ſees 


- = 3 


9 
Why, the ſnug little Were moſt men de ire, 


The girl we can love—and ( | 
But the fight above all, would you 7 my 
Make the warm flame of gratitude tenderly 


Tho? drones heap with pleaſure, 

Wealth's miſchievous meaſure, 

Faith that is no treaſure 

To you Bob, or me! We 
But what's more inviting, &c. 

ke, — — | 17 1 

AI R.— Mr. WILLIAMSON» | 


V heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 
My body's as ſound as a roach ; 

Tho' in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt. | 
Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 4 
no If Fortune refuſes to flow with my ſtream, OT * 
My ſacks with her riches to fill, M | 1 

Why ſurely 'tis Fortune alone that's to blame; : 
And not honeſt Bob of the Mill. | 2 | [ | 


My breaſt is as artleſs, and blithe as my lay, | 
From my cottage Content never flies; 5 a 
She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day, D 5 | 

And I know how to value the prize: F | 


ce. 


- 
nn — —— 6 — 


Would the girl that T love, then, but give me her hand, 
The world it may wag as it will; | 


I defy the firſt Squire, or Lord of the land, 
To diſhonour plain Bob, of the Mill. 


—— — H—— 


AIR—- Mifs Da. Ls 


WEET inmate—Senf bility / 2 8 

How pure thy tranſports flow, - 3 
When even grief that ſprings from thee, 
Is luxury woe } | 


03 


(30 ) 
Without thee—where's the ſigh of love, 
Or bluſh b V8 grace refinꝰd ?— 
{h1 


Where friend{hip's facred tear to prove 
The triumph of the mind ? 


Rondeau——Sweet remade, Sc. 


| AIR—AMr. BLANCHARD, 
OF": Life's a gay foreſt, like merry Sherwood, 


Tantara, my boys! 
Abounding with fiſh, fleſh, and fowl that is good 
Theſe are your joys! — ? 
When the ſoft mountain-roe. 
Is ſkipping—ſoho ! 
Or trippi ing—teigho 
It will ppen fo 1: -;— 
This—this is the time, if it's well underſtood, 
For the ſport-of that foreſt—dear merry Sherwood 


In ſuch foreſt where game wil for ever ariſe, 
Tantara, my boys! 
We may chace ev 1 light-footed pleaſure that flies, 
Theſe are your joys! 
Slyly then mark the doe, 
E 's ſkipping—ſoho! 
Or tri 1 ! 
It will 22 pen ſo! | 
For the well-flayour'd 1 dear me ! is ſo good, 
That is fhot by an arrow in merry Sherwood! f 


* 


— — 


AIR — Mr. BANNISTER» 


OOD lack a day a 
I wonld not for the land 15 hold, 
Nor facks brimful of Britiſh gold 
My truſl beiray 3 3 


1 


I' do ſuch deed for no man! _ 
My maxim is, to do my beſt, | | 1 
To make each ereature round me bleſt— A 
Much more—a helpleſs woman j 


DSDS — | 
AIR,—Mr. Jonxsroxx. 


O * fear not my courage, prov'd over and over, 

Your ſoldier will rout each impettinent lover; 

With a row dow! Ill guard you—the foe ſhall your 
preſence fly, 


"Who to fall in love nd have tumbled, faith pretty : 


high ! | 
With vide Snares charms, like the Lake of Killarney, * 
Dear creature, oh! liſten to none of their blarney y, | 


With a row dow, &c. 


Your true-hearted lad is come galloping to you, 5 
Oh! the Salmon's leap's nought to his flight to purſue you 
| 1 With a row dow, &c. 


Jour ſhort date of beauty our glib tongue cotitrallingy/ 5: 


Like our own Giant's Caujeway, will prove everlaſting}. 
With a row dow, &. 


\ 
| 
i 


f 
b 


AIR. - Mr. InctzDons , 


9rTVIS in vain for ſuccour calling, 
Hope no more my boſom c cers! 
Cruel Fate that bl iſs appalling, 
Wich her ſcrol of joyleſs year . 
Conie Deſpair! and düllracten confound me! 
Add ſtill to my life's wretched load; 
And while your mix'd horrors ſurround me, 


This deſert of wilderneſs ſhall be my abode F 


„ IS 


660) 
AIR.—Mr. BIANc HARD. 
\ OME laſſes! follow me, 


Wich merry glee, ; 
To ſports of Woodland Archery! 


Chorus of Female Archers, 
With merry glee, 
Me follow thee, . 
To ſports of Woodland Archery! 


——=&X== 


LEE. M DALI, Mrs: MazTys, an 
| Mr, BLANCHARD, 5 


HA K—the Bugle's ſylvian ſtrain, 
Calls us to the ſportive plain, 
Scene of artleſs love! 
Shepherds —faithful tales advancing, 
Maidens heart's in tranſport dancing, 
a Happy may they prove! 
How blisful then the Wood - nymphs green retreat, 
When Love, and Innocence enraptur d meet! 


XV === ů — 


AIR Mr. INc LE DON. 


H tell me Memory ! no more, 
' What woe in baniſhment was mine, 
What pain this lab'ring boſom bore, 
+ Compell'd its treaſure to reſign ! 
But tell me, Memory—more kind, 
The envy'd tranſports I regain; 
Record them on my grateful mind, 
That not a ſorrow may remain | 


633) 
The moſt approved 
SONGS, 


Selected from the new Favourite Opera of 
THE SIEGE or BELGRADE. 


Performed at the Theatre-Royal, Drury Lane, 
with great applauſe, 


Written by Mr. COBB, Author of the Hawnted 
Tower, Sc. Sc. 


— —— 
—__n 


AIR—Mr. KELLY. 


HE roſe and the lily their beauties combining, 
Delight i in adoring a form ſo divine; 
Such charms to a peaſant conſigning, 
Ah! muſt I nia! | 
Forbid it, ye powers! to love tis a treaſon; 
Vet ambition aſſuming the ſemblance of reaſon, 
Commands me with — * mean 2 to aue \ 


Wealth and power, what are ye worth, 
Jo pleaſure if ye give not birth! 

Rich i in ambition's gilded * 

I barter them for real joys! 


— — 


2 — — — 


AIR—Mr. SEDGCWICK, 


HE ſaplin oak loſt in the dell 
Where tangled breaks its beauteous Pars 
And every infant ſhoot repel, 
Droops hopeleſs o'er the exhauſted "© 


6 4 


At length the woodman clears around 
Where'er the noxious thickets ſpread; 

And high from the reviving ground, 

| The foreſt's monarch lifts Nis head, 


1 


8 


DUET— Myr. Die xux and Mrs BIAN DS 


As Chita and Peter. 


Chita. OW the deuce I came to like you, 
I am fure I cannot tell; a 
Had my face not chanc'd to ſtrike you, 
I'd been pleas'd, fir, juſt as well. 
Peter. Faith, as you ſay, I too wonder, 
Why to like you I'm inclin'd; 
Tho' in love we're apt to blunder, 
Love, you know, they ſay is blind. 


Chita. You're ogling all the laſſes. 
Peter. V ou' re ſimp'ring at each lad. 
Chita. Each hour in falſehood paſſes, 
Peter. You flirt it quite as bad, *X 


Both, You had better not provoke me, 
Tho' 40 think as you've beſpoke me, 
I ſhall let you break my heart, 


But I'm ready now to part, 
Peter. Then ſuppoſe I take my leave ? 


Chita, Do—I'm fare I ſhall not grieve. 
Will you ftay—or will you go 


Peter, Shall I flay—or ſhall I go p 
Both, As you pleaſe—ſay yes or no. 8 


638 )! 
DET. — Mrs. Cxoven, and Mr. KITT. 


F plighted faith fo truly ke 
O f all Love dictates Jl; x 


Of reſtleſs thought that never flept, 
Since when Ihe bade farewell. 

The riſing ſigh, the frequent tear, 
The fluſh of hope, the chilling fears. 

So may the ſympathetic foul, 
Direct kind Fancy's wing 

Where future hours in tranſport roll, 
And love's rewards ſhall bring. 


re ny 
AIR,—Mrs. Cxoucu. 
M* plaint in no one pity moves | | f 


Save Echo, who in plaints replies: 
Like me depriv'd of him ſhe loves, 


With ſympathy ſhe counts my ſighs. 
Pleas'd with the firain the hapleſs maid 


Repeats the unavailmg moanz . 
And while ſhe lends her ſoothing aid, 
Laments my-ſorrows and ber on. 


_—_— 
AIR.—Mr. Kt 11 v. 


| ONFUSION ! thus defeated? 
With bitter ſcorn thus treated ! 
W hatever thought purſuing. 
Where'er I turn my eyes, 
Surrounding miſts of ruin - 
In dark'ning eireles riſe: 


( 36 ). 


In froſt, on fire, by turns, 
My boſom freezes - burns 
Tis fixt—my rival finds a graves 1 
Yet honour. bids me ſave / 
From death the captive brave. , 
Confuſion! thus defeated ! 
With bitter ſcorn thus treated! 
Whatever thought purſuing, 
Where'er I turn my eyes, 
Surrounding miſts of ruin 
In dark ning circles riſe, 


AIR. Signora Sroxacx. 


LITHE as the hours of May, 
Where thoſe I now deplore, 
When firſt I own'd Love's gentle ſway; 

They will return no more! 
Every fond hope is loſt! 

No comfort can they bring: 
Winter's untimely 2 froſt, 

Deſtroy d the infant ſpring. 


Blythe as the hours, &c, 


B 


L_SCL__—TTFT_== 


AIR. — Mr. D IGNUMs 


F_JOW few know how to value life 
And taſte its real joys, 


Unmix'd with jealouſy and ſtrife, But 
With anger, pride, and noiſe, oo 
0 


Let riches, power, and pomp ſurpaſs, 

And mull ys me if they Teak. j You 
Let me love, laugh, and take my glaſs, 

And lead a life of eaſe, | 


„8 


Limpid and life's current ſeeme TE 
| TM ralſion's wild miſtake, ; 
In madneſs, troubles all the ſtreams 

Of which he muſt partake. 


Let riches wer, and pomp ſurpaſs, 
And Rr ihe if they lit: - Th 


Let me love, laugh, and take my 
And lead a 1 0 eaſe. | de, 


— 


— STORACE, 


HAT can mean that thoughtful frownꝰ 
Why thoſe eyes to earth caſt down? r 
Tell me what amiſs they ſee: 8 
Let them * look on me. 


La ra lal la! 


What then would my deareſt have? 
Come indeed I will be grave, 

And with melancholy face 

Calmly hear the piteous caſe, 


La re lat la 7 


.. SONG.,—Mr, Bax 3 jun. 


OW E our doubts ! do you think I'm a fool 7 
In abe heat o de battle you know I was cool; 
While ourſelves and our neighbours 
With guns, piſtols, ſabres, 
| Were cutting and flaſhing, 
Mehomedeus haſhin 
But need I care for that, 13 time's on the wing, 
You ſee I am merry, you hear how I ſing. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
You ſee 1 am merry, you bear how I ſag, 


(3) 
That jade, Madam Lis that gipſey, afar, 


Is ji away to the Turkiſh, guittar ; 
fte ſmooth- chin dir Oh 


8 iſes to cheer 
That curſt Neralkier; 3 | 


Till the handkerchief thrown, but then. what's. that to me; 


It can't make me uneaſy, I'm ha ou 
Tol do rol, &c. a bey, you Tee, 
It can't make me uneaſy, Em happy, you ſee, 


CL 


AIR Signora STORA CE. 
z OMESTIC peace, my ſoul's deſire, 
The deareſt hliſs fate could'beſtow, 
At length to thee I may aſpire; 
Misfortune' s ſtorms no longer blow; 
Eſcap's their ire, now ſafe on ſhore 
I liſten to che tempeſds rr; 
And while the billows4dly foam, 
They but endear my long loft ome, 


— ——— 


AIR—Mr. Surf. 


OME time ago I married a wife, 
And ſhe; poor ſoul, was the plague of my life: 
F thought when:l luſt her, my troubles were done, 
But.1faith, I fd they are juſt ah 
Tho? ſhe's gone, 
Still 'tis all one, 
My troubles, alas! are juſt begun. 


A magiſtrate I next became: 
To bo impanialyas my aim. 
No diſtinction I made between great and ſmall ; 
- Plaintiffs, defendants—l fleec'd A all, 
Gront andiſmall, 
Fleec'd 'em all, 4 
Turks and Chriſtians, I cheated em all. 


— 


C:29- 1 


In praiſe of honeſty, I've heard 
As policy 'tis much _—— 
Then if tis beſt in life's repaſt, 
The dainteſt diſn T'I! taſte the laſt, 
Honeſt at laſt, 
'Lir'd of the paſt, 
Perhaps as a change 1 may try it laſt, 


AIR,—Mr. KETIIr 
12 E and honour nom conſpire 
To rouſe my ſoul with martial fire. 
Holy prophet, hear my prayer, 
Give. me once more the charming fair, 
The Auſtrian trumpet's bold alarm 
Breathe defiance to our arms. 


/. Fir'd with ardour 10 e 


ö 9 
Give me to dare the battle's rage. 


When groans that ſhall be heard uo more, RY 


Echo to the cannon's roar, 
Death ſtalks triumphant o'er the field; 
On every ſide the Chriſlians yield, 
Still conqueſt doubly bleſſes 
1 The re 1 arms; 
n pioſpett he poſſeſſes 
Complying Neanier charms. 


— 
- 


| DUET. ——Signora STORAGE, and 

Mr. BanNn1STER, Jun. 
Sig. S. TO you think by dis 10 ven me. 
* = Tom no more ſhall give me pain, 


Mr, B. Vainly ſtrive not ts perplex me 
Yu ſhall dupe me ne'er again. 
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Sig. S. Now your falſehood is requited, : D 
| I'll enjoy a ſingle ilfe. ü | A 
Mr. B. Hark ! to glory I'm invited, To 

By the chearful drum and fife. Ar 
Sig. S. By conſent then now we ſever. Bu 
Mr. B. Love's all nonſenſe, freedom's ſweet; W 


Sig. S. And we'take our leave for ever, 
Mr. B. Never more again to meet. 
Sig. S. Never more. | 
Mr. B. Never more. | | H 
Sig. S. I don't want, Sir, toallure you. Lt 
| I don't with your ſtay, not I. 
Mr. B. I'm quite happy I aſſure you. 
- Gladly I pronounce good bye! 

Sig. S. You have chang'd yonr mind believe me 
Mr. B. No—{ told you ſo before. 
Sig. S. Can you have the heart leave me? 
Mr. B. Yes: I'll never fee you more. | , 
Sig. S. Never more; | 
Mr. B. Never more. 
Both, Never more my love ſhall leave ; A — 

| Never part— no, never more, 


f 


.* By Mr. DIB DIN. 


FE Bachelors Hall we good fellows invite, 
To partake of the chace that makes up our delight y - J 


We have ſpirits like fire, and of health ſuch a ſtock, 
That our pulſe $rikes the ſeconds as true as a clock. 
Did you fe us, you'd ſwear, as we mount with a grace, 


That Diana had dub'd ſome new gods of the chace. 
oy RY OR I IR 408 


Hark away | hark away ! all nature looks gay, 
And Aurora with ſmiles uſhers in the bright day. 


64) 
Dick Thick eqns mounted upon a Ene blacks 


A better fleet g , ne'er hunter did back; 

Tom Trip rode a bay, full of mettle and bone, 

And gaily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan ; . , 
But the horſe of all horſes that rival'd the day, 3 

Was the Squire's Neck-o'nothing, and that was a grey. 


e H ORD 


Hark away | hark away ! while our ſpirits are g, 
Let us drink to the joys of the next coming, day. «line 


Then for hounds, there was Nimble, ſo well that climbs rocks 
And Cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox: | 
Little Plunge, lite 'a mole, who will fercit and ſearch, 
And bettle-brow'd Hawk's-eye, ſo dead at the lurch; | 
Young Slylooks, that ſcents the ſtrong breeze from the fouth 
And muſical Echowell with his deep mouth. "ef 


Hark away, Sce 


Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood, 

Tis not likely you'll eaſily find ſuch a ſtud, 1 þ 
And for hounds our opinions with thouſands we'll back, 
That all England throughout can't provide ſuch a pack: 
Thus having defcrib'd you, dogs, 1 and crew, 

Away we ſet off, for the fox is in view. 


4 4 4 Hark away, c. 
Sly Reynard brought home, while the hounds ſounds a call 
And now you are welcome to Bachelor's Hall 
The ſavory firlom grateful ſmokes on the board, 
And Bacchus pours wine from his plentiful hoard-; 


Come on then, do honour to this jovial place, 


And enjoy the ſweet pleaſure that ſprings from the chace, _ 


Hark away, Sc. 


1.15 
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SCOTCH LAUGHING SONG, 
Sung by Miſs NewmaxN, at Vauxhall. 


Ve Jockey I vow, was the bonnieſt lad, 
That e er nnd a pipe on the banks of the Tay; 
Each grace that delighted from nature he had, 

Tho! frolickſome, modeſt, tho* diffident, gay. 

But pride in «| boſom aſſum'd a controul, 
Compelling ſoft love for a time to withdraw; 

And when he eſſay'd to unboſom his ſoul, 
Coquettiſh I flounc'd with a ha, ha, ha, ha! 


In language perſuaſive the ſhepherd oft try'd, 

In vain, to convince me how ardent his flame; 

For ſtill his fond ſuit with diſdain I deny'd, 

But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanor to blame. 

One eve thro” the grove as they wantonly ſtray d, 
With Kate in ſoft converſe, my lover J ſaw, 

Then jealoufy ſtung me, which pleas'd, he ſurvey'd, 
And careleſs jogg'd on with a ha, ha, ha, ha! 


A cloud of deſpair now envelop'd my mind, 
Contrition did ſorely my conduct upbraid ; 

As droops the parch'd roſe ſo my beauties declin'd, 
Which Jockey perceiving, ſoon flew to my aid. 
Fo church where he led me, and made me h 

I freely confeſs, that his will was my law: 
By Hymen united, all folly aſide, 
Wee eerfully join in the ha, ha, ha, ha! 


— 


2 


THE SYMPATHY OF GRIEF, 


* Sung by Mrs. CRovcn in the HE IA ESS. 


D'OR tenderneſs fram'd in life's earlieſt day, 
| A parents ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way; 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 

Ad n'er words were my owp, 1 ſpoke in a ſigh. 


* 


18 bride, ; 


— 
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The nightingale plunder'd, the mate.widow'd dove 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth as it ript n'd gave ſentiment new, 


The objeA ſtill changing, the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſion, yet reſt in e | 
A warmth or more pain — this breaſt never know? 
Or if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 

Let reaſon _—_ en and govern the flame, 


OD EIE=R— = 
A FAVOURITE SONG,. W 
Sung by Mrs. Jon Ax, in the Syoir'd C HII 


INCE, then I'm doom'd this fad reverſe to prove, 
To quit each object of my infant care; 
Torn from an honour'd parent's tender love, 
And driven the keeneſt, keeneſt ſtorms of fate to bear: 
Ah! but forgive me, pitied let me part, $77 
Your frowns too ſure, wou'd break my ſinking heart. 


Where'er I go, whate'er my lowly ſtate, 

Yet grateful mem'ry {till ſhall linger here! 

And when, perhaps you're muſing o'er my fate, 

You ſtill may greet me with a tender tear. : 

Ah! then forgive me, pitied let me part. 
Your frowns too ſure, wou'd break my ſinking Heart. 


— 


! ˙1 I n—_— 


DUET. 


Sung by Mr, Pal ux, and Mrs, KZUBTLI, 
| In Inkle and Yarico, 
. Mr. PALMER. ” 
() SAY, ſimple maid, have you form'd any notion 
Of all the rude dangers in croſſing the ocean ? 
When winds whiſtle ſhrilly, ah! won't they remind you, 


To ſigh with regret for the grot leſt behind you? 
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| Mrs. Kznzit, 
Ah no, I could follow, and fail the world over, 
Nor think of my grot when I look at my lover: 
The winds which blow round us, your arms for my pillow, 
Will lull us to ſleep, whilſt we're rock d by each billow. 


Boru. 


O ſay then, my true love, we never will ſunder, 

Nor ſhrink from the tempeſt, nor dread che big thunder; 
Wuhilſt conſtant, we'll laugh at all changes of weather, 
And journey all over the world both together, 


SON G. 


Sung by Miß FONTENELLE, in Jule and Yarico, 


HIT E man, never 4 away; 
Tell me, why need you ? 

Stay, ſtay—with ou Wowilky ſtay; 
Wowlky will feed you. 

Cold moons are coming in, | 
Ah, don't grieve me ! 

I'll wrap you in a leopard's ſkin; 
Whute man don't leave me. 


And when all the {ky is blue, 
Sun makes warm weather ; 
III catch you a cockatoo, 
Dreſs you in feather, | 
When cold comes, or when tis hot, 
Ah, don't grieve me ! 
Poor Wowſky will be forgot, 
Wbite man, don't leave me. 


=— 


|_| 


( 45 )) 
THE INVITATION TO THE LADIES. 


Sung by Mr. DaxLzy, at Vauxhall, 8 
E fair Britiſh belles one and all I invite you, Y 
Each night to Vauxhall, where good humour's afloat 


Where the goddeſs of pleaſure preſides to delight you, 
And adjudge to the winner her fav'rite boat : 1 25 


And if the young Waterman, charm'd with your beauty, 
But know their endeavours are ſeen by your eyes ; 
How the youth will each ſeaſon be prove of the duty I 
1a row for your ſmiles, and our annual prize, 


The hero who ruſhes to war with Bellona, | b 
Contends for the laurel that's given by you; | | 1 
And but, for that glory would ſpurn and diſown her, 

For woman's the conqueſt mankind have in view! 


And of the young Waterman, &c. | 


The monarch and peaſant in ev'ry dominion, | 
As conſcious of beauty's imperial ſway 3 
Of woman, dear woman, are firm in opinion, - 
That ſhe is the ſunſhine that brightens our way. 
5 And if the young Waterman, & e. 


Then ladies be mindful, eaeh night I invite you. 
To grace our Vauxhall, where good humour's afloats * 

Where the goddeſs of pleaſure preſides to delight you, 
And adjudge to the winner her fav'rite bo. 
And if the young Waterman, &. 


EF -———----------* 


IHE SONG OF GRIEF, _ 
T 8 the walk of the willows I pour'd out my 
eme 7 8 * 
The breath of the evening ſcarce dimpled the ſtream; 
By the waters I flood like an image of woe, 


# 


Aud my tears, like the tide, ſeem'd to treinble aud ow 
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Ve lank ſeatter'd roeds, that half lean to the wave, 
In your plaintive, your muſical ſighs, could ye ſave 
But one note of my charmer, to ſoſten my doom, 
I would-fit *till: theſe willows ſhould arch me a tomb: 


For ye know, when I pour'd out my ſoul-on..the Jute, 
How ſhe hung her head, ſo expreſſibhhy mute; 
From my hand ſhe would take it, ſtill breathing my pain: 
She would touch it, return it—and ſmile at the ſtrai 


ID WL; | | | 
Ye flow'rs! that, wild-bluſhing, enamel this brink, 
Like me could you flutter—like me could you think; 
Tho' ye bloom, as if froſt had unſullied each ſtreak, 
Ve had aſked the white mourning that chills on my checks 


She is gone in a cloud, like the ſtar of the night; 

She has left me love-widow'd to weep at her flight s 

Yes, I'H weep till T-tear, in the paſhon'd purſuit, 

Each frail firing of my heart, like the ſtrings of this luteg 


CHARMING KITTY, 
Sang by Mr. IxncLizpon, at Vauxhall, 


- S P's l - 
0 * 


HO” many a nymph may claim my ſong, 
For ſhape and grace, and features handſome, 
Vet, Kate, ſuch charms to thee belong, | 
As well:as are worth a monarch's xanſom 
And had I India's wealth in ſtore, 
I'd ſhun with joy the court or city; 
And live ſequeſter'd evermore 3 
With thee fweet- maid, my charming Kitty, 


F many an acre, Kate, can boaſt, 

Large tra&s of land, and golden treaſure 3 
Then come, ſweet girl, I love theę moſt, 
_ © Bl ay ir adh feet with plealure. | 


OY 


Ii 
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For thee I'll een che ſex reſign, | 
The fair, the brown, the gay, the witty 


If thou'lt he mine, and only mine, 9? 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my c ming Kitty, 


boy _ the ſh herds, witty Rate, 
y the — 2 each care give over; 
And wy Oy me henceforth on thee wait den. 07 
A taſk how pleaſing to a lover! [121 
My life I'll dedicate to thee, 
And ing thee oft a tender ditty; 
If thou'lt conſent to live with me, 


Sweet ruflic maid, my charming Kity. 5 


— 


FS a _ 


AF AVOURITE AIR. 
Sung by Mr. KzLLY, in the Haunted Tower, 2 


HO? times has from your lo 's face 
Made free to ſteal each — grace, 
Yet why ſhoald iy ou deſpair; | 
Old buſts oft pleaſe the connoiſſeuts, 
So folks of dale, perhaps like yours, 
And that removes your care. 


Tis true that billy girls believe. 703 
In joys that youth alone can give, 

But why thould you deſpair? 1 
"Tis folly governs youth, you know, _ 
And fo far young you ſoon may grow,. 

So that . 


Whate'er your faults, i in perſon, mind, 
(However groſs) you chance to fin 
Vet why ſh T 22 | 
Of lauen y ou — buy a dvice, 
You're Pg enough to pay: the price, 
So that removes your cater, ; 
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Tho! kingd gdoms 
I'll ne'er quit C 


68) 
CHELSEA "QUARTERS. 
Sung by Mr. DaxLzy, at Vauxhall, 


N hear an old campaigner $ ſongs 
A Britiſh ſoldier's ſtory ; 

Who oft hay train'd the — throng 

To noble deeds of glory ! 

But let not boaſting ſwell my praiſe, 

W ho's fac'd hot ball and mortars : 


In hopes to ſpend my latter days, . 
In K in Chelſea — 


On ſwampy y grounds and burning * 


In march and counter marches 
I've met in fight the hoſtile bands, 
And ſunk beneath my gaſhes; 
Yet, Innate valour cheer'd my bean, 
"Tis fear the coward fla hters, .  -- 
And he that takes a ſoldiers part 


Secured me Freren N sem OH 
To * what foes my arm has flain, N 

Would daſtard be to venture: 0 
My duty ne'er regarded pain, 42 


In van, in rear, or centre: 


Full oft I've drench'd my 8 in blood, 


And forded many waters, © 
In hopes when war ſhould ceaſe © > food 


To fix in Chelſea Nutten. 


And heaven Mich his Majeſty, / * 14 


Who leaves a vetetan——never ; 


Grown old, and hack'd up as you ſees 
He's penſion'd me for ever, IT 
My tent is fix't at laft for life, V2 OE) 

And ſafe from mines and mortars} N 


A, Quaners eternal ſirifes 
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SANDY o THE GREEN. | 
A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG, 
Sung by Mifs Laan Y, at Vauxhall, 


OW ſpring her ſweets diſclofes, 
And flow'rets deck the grove; 
I'll mak, wi' ſweeteſt roſes, 
A garland for my love. 
The flow'rs that ſcent the air, 
Are not ſae blooming ſeen ; 
Are not ſae ſweet and fair, 


As Sandy o' the Green. 


Nae lad can blink ſae blithe and gay, 
Nae lad that e' er was ſeen, | 

Sac ſweetly on the pipe can play, 
As Sandy e the Green. 


As o'er the burn a maying 

I lately bent my way, 
I met young Sandy ſtray ing 
 Wr' lads and laſſes gay: 
I = delight and xr . 

o view his ſhape and mien: 

Sure, then, my only treaſure, 

Is Sandy of the — 


Mae lad can blink, Sc. 


My Sandy vows he will be mine, 
The kirk ſhall mak us ane, 

All other laſſes he'll refign | 488 
And live for mealane; _ 5 1 


1 
72 . 
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There's ſae much joy in ſtore for me, 
Lenvy not a queen; 0 
While I am bleſt wi” Love and thee, 
Dear Sandy o' the Green. 


Nae lad can Blink, &c. 
— — — 
A FAVOURTTE SONG, 
Sung by Mrs. Jox Ax, in the:Seoit'd Cnitn; 


I AM a briſk and ſprightly lad, 
A But juſt come home from ſea, Sir; 
Of all the lives I ever led, 4b 
A ſailor's life for me, Sir. 
_ "Whilſt the doatſwain'prpes all hands, 
With yeo; yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, Sir. 


What girbbut loves the merry tar, 
We o'er the ocean roam, Sir: 
In ev'ry clime we hnd a port, 
In ev'ry port a home, Sir. 


, Yeo, »yevz Sc. 


But when our country's foes are nigh, 
Each haſtens to his gun, Sir; | 

We make the boaſting Frenchmen fly, 
And bang the hatighty Don, Sir. 


Ft Fee, V. cog Se. 


Our foes ſubduꝭd. once more on ſhore, 
We ſpend. our caſh with glee, Sir, 
And when all's gone; we drown our care, 
And out again to ſea, Sir. 8 


Yeo, yeo, Sc. 


OY d ond _ d 
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A F4 ZOURITE; BALLAD. 


By: Mr. DiapIx. 


EN BACKSTAY lov'd che gentle Anna, 
Conſtant as purity was {he,, 


Her honey words; like fucc'rmg mannag 
Cheer'd him each — made to ſea. 


4 


One fatal m ſaw them parting 
While — other's 2 dry'd, 
They, by the tear that then was ſtarting, 
ow'd to be conſtant till hoy died. 


At diſtance fram;his Anna's beauty, 
While howling winds the {ky deform, - 
* hs, and well performs his dut 
nd braves for love the frighted Grin 


Alas! in vain, the veſſel batter'd, 


On a rock, ſplitting, o wade | 
While 285 torn, ag = 


Ben thought, of tp Fre 1 25 agd OY 


The ſemblance of each charming feature; 
That Ben had vorn around his neck, 
Where art ſtood ſubflitute for nature, 


A tar, his friend, ſay d from t the werk. 


In fervent hope, while Anna burning, 
Bluſh'd as ſhe wild: to be a. bride, 


The portrait came, joy turn'dto mourni 
She ſaw, grew pale, — fu 


E 2 
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A Favourite New Song. 


WHERE EVAN MINGLES WITH THE 


8 


1 


CLVYDE. 
y Miſs WizL1ans, 


LOW ſpreads the gloom my ſoul deſire 
The ſun from India's ſhore retires ; 
Evan's banks, with temp'rate ray— 


Home of my youth—he leads the day, 
Oh! banks to me for ever dear! _ 
Oh! ſlream whoſe murmurs ſtill I hear 
Ah, all my hopes of bliſs refide, _ 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde. 


And ſhe, in ſimple beauty dreſt, _ 


Whoſe image lives within my breaſt, 
Who trembling heard m 
And long purſu'd me wit 


arting high, 


er eye 


Does ſhe, with heart unchang'd 4 mine, 
Oft in the vocal bowers recline? 

Or, where yon grot o'erhangs the tide, 
Muſe while the — ſeeks the Clyde ? 


Ve lofty banks that Ewan bound! 
Ye laviſh woods that wave around, 
And ober the ſtream your ſhadows throw, 


Which ſweet! 


winds fo far below 


What ſecret charm to mem'ry brings 
ma that on Evan's border you 1 I 
weet r bloom by Mary's ſide; 


Bleſt ſtream! 


views thee haſte to Clyde. 8 
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Cag all the wealth of India's coat: 
Atone for years 10 25 75 lch; ? | | 
Return, ye moments of de 
With 2 treaſures bleſs my Gght!, 
HE Swift from this deſart let me part, 
And fly to meet a kindred heart! 


Nor more may ought my ſteps divide 
From that dear ſtream wah h flows to Cly Clyde, 


THE 


SWEET LITTLE ANGEL. 15 
| A Favourite Song. 
Sung by Mifs Lzany, at Vauxhall,” 
The words A. Mr. 88 


WEESJ Jack parted from me to plough the ſalt "BY 
Alas! I may int fee him win. 70 
In ſpite of all talking I could not but weep: 
To help him I'm ſure was in vain; -- 
Then he —— from my arms and bid me farwel, 
Saying come Poll, my ſoul it won't do, 
Sd dye + ag avaſt whining and ſobbing my girl, 
Tis all fooliſh nonſenſe in you, 
I could not help thinging that Jack was in fight, 
From a ſomething that whiſpered d'ye ſee, 


There's a ſweet little Angel that fits out of faght 
Will reftore my Poor Fack unto me, 


E3. 
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Yet while he's at diſtance each FOO is 2 
And nought can delight me on ſhore, 
1 fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroy'd, 
And Jack, I ſhall never e more. 
But then it's but Fancy, that Angel above, 
Who can do fuch a number of things, 
I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo to my ſelf I thus ſings; ; 
What matters repining my heart ſhall be light, 
* or a ſomething there whiſpers d'ye ſee, 


There's a ſweet little Angel, &c. 


But ſhould that ſweet Angel wherever he be, 
Forget to look out after Jack 
Why then he may never return unto me, 
Ah, never no never come back; 
But ok it can't 2 he's too ow! wa too kind 
To make the {alt water his gra 
And why Thould 1 then each = tell or mind, 
Or rar ev/ry. turbulent wave; 
Beſides I will never kind providence ſlight, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers d' ye gh 


| There's a ſweet little Angel, &c, 


1 . 
— —ü—ü—— — — — 


SWEET NAN OF HAMPTON-GREEN, 
| A FAVOURITE SONG, 


a | Hung by M MA EBob, at Vauxhall, 


ITH care I've ſearch'd the _ * 
And many a hamlet tried: 

Ar laſt a fair, I haply found, 

Devoid of art arid * 


1831 
In a neat little cot, 
It is her lot, 
A ruſtic life to lead, 
With tender care, 
Her lambkins rear, 
And watch her ewes at feed, 


Where Thames in filver current flows, 
To beautify the ſcene ; 

There blooms this fair, a bluſhing roſe, 
Sweet Nan of Hampton- Green. 


Her eyes beſpeak a ſoul for love, 
Her manner form'd to pleaſe, 
In mildneſs equal to the x wag 
Wich innocence and eaſe, 
To paint her face, 
Her form and grace, 
All words are weak and vain 
Enough to tell 
She does excell 
The daughter of the main. 


Where Thames, &c. 


When firſt this charmer I ſurvey'd, 
With doubt my heart was fraught, 
Fancy, the beauteous maid I pourtray d, 
A goddeſs to my thought: 
In amorous blifs 
I flole a kiſs, 
Which baniſh'd all alarms: 
Then joy ful found 
My wiſhes crown'd 
A mortal in my arms. 


Where Thames, &c, 


(6) 


THE MAID OF | MARTINDALE. 
A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Sung by Mr, Pace, at Vauxhall. 


THE WORDS BY MR. HAWKINS» 


N Martindale, a village gay, 
A damſel deigns to dwell, 
Whoſe looks are like a ſummer's day, 
Whoſe charms no tongue can tell; 
When'er J meet her on my way, 
I tell my am'rous tale; 
Then heave a ſigh, or ſoftly ſay, 
Sweet Maid of Martindale. 


This Nymph has numbers in her train, 

From Hodge up to the Squire; 

A conqueſt makes of ev'ry ſwain, 
All gaze, and all admire! | 

Then where's the hope, alas! for me, 
That I ſhould e'er prevail: 

Yet, while I breathe, I'll think of thee, 
Sweet Maid of Martindale, A 


Should fate propitious be my lot, 
To call this charmer mine, 
I'd live content in lowly cot, 
And pompous thoughts reſign : 
But if ſhe ſcorns each heariefelt ſigh, 
And leaves me to bewail, 3 
For thee, my fair, for thee I'll die, 
Sweet Maid of Martindale. 


. ( 57) 
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mT at the Celebration 0 the Anniverſary 0 French 
K Freedom, — for the 2 


ALLANT Nation foes no more?” 
Gen'rous' Britons hail the day, 
That from Gallia's cultur'd ſhore 
Chac'd tyrannic pow'r away. 


en oO 5 8. 


Hail ſacred freedom * ou 
Let Britons hail the day 
That reſcu'd France 
From lawleſs ſway. 


Late a band of Patriots roſe, 
Firm in Freedom's glorious cauſe; 
Feeble ſlaves in vain oppoſe 


Rights ſecured by equal laws. 


3 wreaths ent wine their brows 

. myrtle decks the blade, 
While, like us, the pay their vows 
o each Patriot Hero's ſhade, 


Hampden, Sydney, names rever di 
Boaſt of Albion's ſea-girt Iſte, 

Martyr'd Ruſſel, ſhade Sndear d! 
On this day propitious ſmile. 


Tranfatlantic ies bend; | 
Pleas'd our feſtive rights to ſee, 
F ranklin, Freedom's ableſt friend! 


Warren and Montgomery! 
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Martial youths, in Britain bred, 


Kindle with congenial zeal ;' 


A. Freedom's path reſolv'd to tread, \ 


Jealous of the * weal. 


Should tyrannic force again 
Raife' va Hydra heads'on thigh, 
Welcome, 8 the hoſtile 3 

Freemen dauntleſb dere to die. 


Verdant Myrtle s branchy pride 
Shall my thirſty blade entwine, 
Such, Harmodius, deck'd thy ſide? 


Such 4 thine! 


- - 


| ny 


THE. SAILOR's. ROUZE. 
4 Fusvurite New Song. | 
Tune, — (Come ye-ladswhp wih to fine.) 


EARTS of Oak, with vigour rouleg 
Danger never fearing; 
Now. your country's cauſe eſpouſe, 


And drub the foe" that's daring. 
c H. O. X. UV. 5 


6 An the haughty, Dons fra mart 2 
Soon we'll ſhare their treaſure. 
6 Always\to a failor's heart. 


A Spaniſh war giues ale * 


5 4 


Boys, the happy moment's watch, 
n et em know their maſlers; 
From the Indies ſnip- loads fetch 
Of dollars and prafires. 


Chorus. 


If with us the chiefs of Spain, 
; Wiſh to be at variance; 
Wich the foremoſt of the train 
We'll match an Engliſn Clarence, 


Chorus. 


1 viewing Royal Came, 
anting after glory, 
Cries— t My ſons,.,away to fame, 


And rival ancient ſtory _ 
Th Chorus. 


Britain ſmiling ſeems to ſay, 
| „% What is here expended, 
* Cofts.and furtthe, Don ſhall pay, 
Hefore the cauſe is ended,” 


Chorus. 


Unanimity's the toaſt 

( (Courung no alliance) 
That preſerv'd. The Britiſh, coaſt 
t May bid the world | dehance. 


G H O N U. 8. 


& O'er. the Spaniſſi main to ride, 
e Not a He ramble 
6 Tell the haughty Dons their pride 
And inſolence we'll humble,” 


+ 
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THE MORNING , INVITING | TO LOVE, 
Sung by Mr. \DaxLty, at Vauxhall, 


WRITTEN BY, MR. UPTON. 
, ; CY 


HE ſun, when ariſing, beſpangles the dew; 
And: unts. with his — = . y * | 
All nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe! _ | 

Ihe morning is lovely, Maria, awake, 

Let us haſle to the myrtle alcove, 
Or ſtay by the fide of the cryſtaline lake, 
| While the Morn is inyiting to. Love! 


Did thy mind turn on me inthy dreams in the night ? 

Did I e'er to thy fancy appear? 
Did no foud idea thy boſom delight? 

Maria, unfold to my ear; | 

Unſeen andunheard'yorr tell it me now, 

Not a witneſs is near but the dove, | 

Which moans for its mate on the olive-tree bough, 

While the Morn is inviting to Love! 


The Winter, Maria, will come on apace, 
As Summer begins to,depart: © 

Come then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond wiſh of thy heart, 

O let us, my fair, be united to day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove; 

Nor let us the pleaſing occaſion delay, 

While the Morn is inviting to Love. 


D 


* 
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The moſt approved 
FR ot 4 
Sung in the Favourite Opera of - 
NO SONG NO SUPPER. 


As Performed at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lang, 
with great applauſe. 


At 


AIlR.—Signora STORACE, as Margaritts, 
Mufuc compoſed by STORACE, 


ITH lowly ſuit and plaintive ditty, 
I call the tender mind to pity, 
My friends are gone my heart is beating, 
And c_—_ poverty's my lot; | 
From paſling ſtrangers aid entreating, 
I wander thus, alone, forgot. 
Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreſſing, 


And Heav'n reward you with its bleſſing! 


Here's tales of love, and maids forſaken, 
Of battles fought, and captives taken ; 
The jovial tar fo bold] Cihn , 
Or caſt upon ſome Jeſert are; 
The hapleſs ea his loſs bewailing, 
And fearing ne'er to ſee him more. 
Relieve my woes, my wants diſtreſſing, 


And Heav'n reward you with its bleſling; 
F 


( 62 ) 


AIR—Mrs. Cxovucn, as Louiſa, 
Mu ſic from GRETRx. 


N - 
T THOUGHT our quarrels ended, 
4 And ſet my heart at eaſe; 
*Tis ſtrange you're thus offended— 
You ls delight to teaze: 
Yes, yes — 
You take delight to teaze. 
Dear Sir, decide the ſtrife 
Betwixt your child and wife! 
Alas! the grief I feel 
I dare not to reveal. 
I know that you believe 
For Fred'rick's loſs I gneve t— 
Pſho! Pſho! 
Very well, very well, as you pleaſe, 


In vain I'm always ftriving-. / 
To take our diff rence ceaſe, 
If you're diſputes contriving, 
And 20e live in — ; 
No, No,— 2 
You will not live in peace. 
I'm vex'd, dear Sir, for you, 
But ſay, what can I do? 
Jo none I can complain 
How cruel is my pain! | 
I know that you believe 
For Fred'rick's loſs I grieve: 
Pſho! pſho! | 
Very well 


- 
1 


very well, as you pleaſes 
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AIR.—Mrs. Braxp, as Dorothy. 


O, George, I can't endure you. 
Lou wrong me, | aſſure you; 
I wonder why 1 have ris ile ; 
Are women for no uſe meant, 
But merely man's amuſement, 


To teaze and torture as he will? 


No, if you lov'd-me true, 
You'd other means purſue—- 
No, that you dont, tis plain, 
IJ ell you ſo again. 
No, no, no, no, 

You ne'er 

Could bear- 

To uſe me ſo, 


What ſee you, -pray about me, 
Thus ſill to feel and flout mer 


Such treatment yet was never heard, 


I ne'er muſt peak—good gracious | 
I'm ſure tis quite vexatious, : 
I never now muſt ſpeak a word, 


No, if you love me true, 
You'd other means purſue— 
No, that you don't, *us plain, 
I tell you ſo again. 
No, no, no, no, 

| ou ne er 

Could bear 

- To ule me fo, 


F2 
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AIR—Mr. KeLLiy, as Frederick, Th 


5 
Muſic by StoRACE, _ 


HE ling'ring pangs of hopeleſs love. 
i Colds” unoated, 9 


Ah! hapleſs fate! by flight I ſtrove 
To ſooth the pain, I could not cure. 


Ceaſe, Ocean, ceaſe, thy angry ſtrife, 
Or here thy whelming billows pour! 

I aſk but this—oh} take my life, I 

Or bear me to ſome diſtant ſhore. 


= =—— 
AIR,—Signora STORACE, 


CROSS che Downs this morning, as betimes ! 
chanc'd to go, | 
A ſhepherd fed his flock abroad, all white as driven ſnow, 
Bur one was moſt the ſhepherds care, 
A lamb fo ſleek, ſo plump, fo fair, 
Its wondrous beauties, in a word, to let you fairly know, 


I was ſuch as Nelly from the fire, took off not long ago. 


* 


[ Diatocos, ]' ; 


This lamb, as blythe as Midſummer, its frolic gambols 

| lay'd 

: And now, of all the flock a-head, the pretty wanton 
ſtray'd; 1 Þ | 

A wolf. that watch'd with greedy eyes 

Ruſk'd forth, and ſeiz d the tender prise; 


(6) 
The mn ſaw, and taiz'd a ſtone, fo round, fo large, 


vow, / 
*Twas like the cake, that Nelly laid upon the ſhelf juſt 


NOW, © 


[ Diatocve. J] 


This monſtrous ſtone the ſhepherd flung, and well his aim 
he took, - | 
Yet ſearce the ſavage creature deign'd around to call a 
OOR, ' ' 
But fled as ſwift, with footſtep light, 
As he, who brought the wine to-night ;=— 
I tried to 1 thief, but he turn d round in rage good 
lack! c 
So mad oy lawyer ſcarce can be, that's hid in yonder 
p 2 | 


AIR.—Signora STORACE, 
Mufic from GRETRYs 


| MISER bid to have and hold me; 
And greedy parents would have ſold me; 
A huſband was enough for me, 
No matter ugly, lame, or old; 
There was no harm that they could ſee, 


So all his bags were full of gold; 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 


You never were in danger here: 

Should ſuch 2 huſband have, or hold, 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here, 


Eo 


St 
With muſty viſage, ſour, and gloomy, 
The tott'ring dotard came to woe me; 
_ He faid my love was worth a groa 
And then he tried, good lord! to ſmile == 
It makes me {ick—the very thought. 
I could not bear him all the while; 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here: 
It makes me fick—the very though. 
No, Robin, no, you need not fear, 
You never were in danger here, 


AIR—Mr. Drexun, as Crop. 


 "Mufic by STORACE. 
H happily my life I led, 
Without a day of ſorrow! 
To plough and fow— 
To reap and mow— 
No care beyond the morrow. 
In heat or cold, in wet or dry, 
I never grumbl'd, no not I. 
My wife 'tis true, 
Love words a few, 
. . What then ?—I let her prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and ſometimes rough, 
I found myſelf {till rich enough Bf 
In the joys of an humble ſtate. 


But when with law I craz'd my head, 
I loſt both peace and pleaſure; 
Long ſays to hear— | 
To fearch—and ſwear— | 
And plague beyond all meaſure. 
One grievance brought another on, 
My debts increaſe, my ſtock: is gone: 
My wife, ſhe ſays, 
Our means twill raiſe ; 


* 
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What then? —'tis idle prate; 
For ſometimes ſmooth, and fometimes 
I found myſelf til] rich enough 

In the joys of an humble ſtate. * 


— — — " * 
— — — 


— 


AIR —My, Bax RIS TE u, 4 Robin. 


Mu ie — Dr. HARRINGTON, 


HREE years a ſailor's life I led, 
And plough'd the roaring "Ig 
For why her foes ſhould England dread, | 
While all her ſons are tree ? 


From France and Spain to earn my bread, 


I thought it fair, d'ye ſee, 
And if a ſhot had ta en my head, 
Why—tbere was an end of mes 


A med'cine ſure for grief and care 
I ſteer'd my courſe to find, 
Thenceforth an eaſy fail to bear 
And run before the wind: 
Their cony ring {kill let doctor's boaſt, 
And noftrums of their ſhop, 
Where'er we ſearch from coaſt to coaſt, 
There's none like the golden drop. 


For gold we ſail the world around, 
And dare che tempeſt's 
For when the ſparklere once are ad, 
They ev'ry ill affua 
Twixt Jew and Chriſtian not a fig 
| Of diff rence here we find 


The Jew no loathing has to pi 
If 'tis—* of guinea «Rad. 


- = _ 
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AlR--Mr. Szpewic, as William. 
Mufic by STozacs. 


ROM aloft the ſailor looks around, 
And hears below the murm'ring billows ſound: 
Far off from home he counts another day ; | 
Wide o'er the ſeas the veſſel bears away; 
His courage wants no whet, 
But he ſprings the fail to ſet, 
With a heart as freſh as rifing breeze in May, 
And, careing nought, FE" 
He turns his thought s 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet, 


Now to Heav'n the lofty to ſoars, - 

The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars ; 

Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 

The curling ſurges foam, and down we go; 
When ſkies and ſeas are met, 

They his courage ſerve to whet; _ 

With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze in May, 

And dreading nought, 1 
As e turns his thou - 
To his lovely Sue, or = charming Bet, 


R_—_— | 
A FAVOURITE BALLAD, 
By Mr. DIS DIA. | 


F all fenfations pity brings, 

To prondly ſwell the ample heart, 

From which the willing forrow ſprings, 
In others grief that bears a part. 


('69-) 


Of all fad ſympathy's delights, 
'The manly dignity of grief | 
A joy in mourning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief, 


Of theſe would you the feeling know, 
Moſt gen'rous, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, - 
ITis the tear that bedews a Pidier's grave. 


For hard and painful is his lot, 

Let dangers come he braves them all; 
Valiant rhaps to be forgot, 
Or andiſtiogutſh'd doom'd to fall. 


Yet woe in conſcious worth ſecure, | 
The world, that now forgets his tail, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 


And quits it with a willing mile. 


Then trav'ler one kind drop beſtow, 

"T were graceful pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever taught the heart to glow » 
Like the tear that bedews a ſoldier's graves 


— — — 2 


— 


A FAVOUITE BALLAD. 
By Mr. D1BD1N. 


WEET is the dew-drop on the thorn, - 
That, like a priſm, reiletts the morn; 
Sweet is the cheering ſolar ray, 


That compaſſes the ample day. 
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Sweet is the balmy evening's cloſe, 
That ſhuts the foliage of the roſe : 
Theſe to creation joys impart 


Like thoſe which warm the grateful heart. 


The little ſongſters on the ſpray 
Spontaneous chant their grateful lay, 

Or, to the pebbly rivulet driven, 

They ſip, and lift their heads to heaven, 


Or for the worm or inſeRt fly, 

Io feed their craving progeny ; 
Feeling's a leſſon — = * : ; 
To ſtimulate the grateful heart. 


Mark vegetation, wond'rous ſight! 
See how the germe breaks into light ! 
The fruitful ſhower the tree receives, 
And freſher green adorns its leaves, 


Man cultivates the grateful foil, 
And flowers and fruit reward his toil ; 


Plants, birds, all nature thus impart | 
Joys ſuch as warm the grateful heart, 


Br 
s O N G, 
TO INDIFFERENCE, 


N youth we know to loye ſupreme, 
Fondly hope and fondly dream, 
With every childiſh folly; _ 

Gain but the flatt' ring trifling toy, 
And ſoon the heedleſs head ſtrong boy 
Is warp'd by melancholy. 


( 7+ } 
Vex the "cok and tear the brain, 
All his wild confuhonz | 
Imagination's fondeſt eye 


Suſpicion's murky look fupply | 
7 700 late to hide del on. 


Then is not love a cheat, 
Full of miſchief Ae ? 


Away, thou child, away; 
Far from my heart I baniſh thee, 
No dart of thine ſhall puniſh me, 
Or force me to — . 


Come, cold Indifference, ſober maid, 

In unconneRted tints array dc, 
To aid my ſober plan; 

In every thought, in every deed, 

Grant me, oh grant me, to proceed 
A truly abſent man. 


— 
— 


THE BONNY SAILOR. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


Sung by Miſs Leary, at Vauxhall. 


LOW cheerly ye winds till my Henry return 
B Waves ben the once wiring dure? fo ; 
_ ſoft ſoothing promiſe forbids me to mourn, 
o his danger my boſom alarms. 


O my bonny bonny Sailor. | 
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Gay ſoldiers, dull *fquires, aud ſportſman purſue, 
But I ſcorn all an offers of Bots * 
My heart is at ſea, my dear Henry with you, 
- And our vows are recorded above. 


O my bonny, &c, 


May the foes of old England in haſte be ſubdu'd, 
Then my ſailor no longer will roam; 

The laurel is gain'd that his valour purſu'd, 
And Cupid f ſhall pilot him home, 7 


4 


D my bonny, Sc. 
af | 


THE SUMMUM BONUM. 


= 


A FAVOURITE so. 
Sung by Mr. Ixcuevox, at Vauxhall, 


IVE me wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
Whoſe magical power can baniſh all care; 
Of friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtrife, 
The ſoother of ſorrow, and bleſſing of life. 
The ſchoots about happineſs warmly diſpute, 
And _ the ſenſe of the phantom purſuit : 
In ſpite of their maxims, I dare to define 


The graud Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine, 


1 
To the coward a warmth, it ne er fails to impat, 
And opens the lack of the miſerly heart, 
8 _ we penny e it, the wheels of the ſoul 
er life's r ighwa ably roll, 
Each thinks bf his ks e. can cloy, 
And Fancy rides poſt to the regions of joy. 
In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define 
The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine. 


Tis the balſam ſpecific that heals ev 'ry ſore, 

The oft'ner we — it, we love it the more; 

Then he who the court oſ fair Venus would know, 
Undaunted, thro? Bacchus's vineyard muſt go. 


Jo ſpite of qull maxims I dare to define EI 
he grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine. 
— ͤ 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 


Sung by Mifs NxwNAx, at Vauxhall, 

| ME laſſes and hf to my fong, 
A good matrimonial teceipt; 

In chooſing you'll never be wrong, 

I'll mark you the lover complete: 
For ſpite of your bluſhes, I know 

A lover is never amiſs ; 
The laſs that moſt apt to ſay—no, | 

Is fometimes inclin'd tofay—ryes + 


If fond of red coat and cockade, 
I pray let this higt be. enough; 
A wan that make; fightang his trade, | 
 _ Thinks he ne'er can have fightin cnougls 
The coxcomb's all tinſel and ſew | 
The rake is a ſtranger to bliſs; 


Be ſure ſtill to anſwer them no, 
However inclin d to ſay==yes, 
* 


— ͤPͤ j ̃]— En. oe — 
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Your wits are more noiſy than great, 
Asxoid all thoſe knowing one's pray; 
Your fools are too fond of their prate, 
Tho” in fact, they have nothing to ſay ; 
But the lad who is honeſt and kind, = 
Who in. conſtancy places his bliſs, 
When he aſks, if to love you're inclin'd, 
Be-honeſl-enough to ſay—yes, 


| SONG. | 
Sung by. Mrs. Max TYR, in Rofina, 


5 Wi“ William at eve meets me down at the ſtil 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong!” - 
Of the day 1 forget all the labour and toi], | 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among : 


By her "ey without bluſhing, I hear him complain, 
And believe every word of his ſong : 115 
You know not how ſweet tis to love the dear ſwain, 


Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among: 


— 1 1 
— — — 


8 0 N- G. ; | 
Sung by Mr. Epwinx, in the Farmer, 


AD-a-mercy ! devil's in me, 
All the damſels lh win me; 
ike a may · pole round me clutter, 
Hen Armen and flutter! | 
Lilting, cap'ring, grinning, ſmirking, 
Pouting, bobbing, winking, jerking ; 
Kates and Betties, Nl ASL 
Polls and Letties, r Ava 
All were doating, gentle creatures, 
On theſe feature 
To their aprons all would pin me. 


e, 


(7) 
Gad-a-mercy ! devil's in me, 
| All the damſels wiſh to win 7 5 
Pretty damſels, ug damſels; 1 79x64 

Black hair'd damf s, red hair'd * IS 
Six feet damſels, — feet damſels; 593 TILL 
Pale fac'd damſels, plump fac'd damſels 2211 
Small leg'd damſels, ad leg d damſels; 


Pretty, u ly, blatk hair'd, red hair'd, ſix feet, three gail . 
Pale Red, 4 erg fac'd, ſmall leg'd, thick leg'd, OY : 
o 
All run after me, ſir, me; ö 
For when pretty fellows we, 
Pretty maids are frank and free. 
For their ſtays taking meaſure 
Of the ladies, oh the pleaſure ! 
Oh, ſuch tempting looks they gi' me! 
2 ö Wilbing of my heart to win me; 
Pat and cry, you devil Jemmy! 


Pretty ladies, ugly ladies, &c. 
| p F ; | | 1 581 
5 U E T. 


Sung by Moe. kaxvr vv and Mrs, ManrYR,t in Rojencs 
William, 


1 kifs'd and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 

And chang'd 'em as oft d'ye fee ; 

But of all the fair maidens that tare on * green, | 
The maid of the mull for me, | | 


There's fifty dung men have told me fine tales. 
And cal 'd, me the faireſt ſhe ; 


But of all the wreſtlers that ſport on the _ 
Young Harry's the lad for — 12 


G 2 
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William. 


Her eyes are as black 2> the floe in the hedge, 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May; 1 
Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 


Her breath like the new- made hay. 
5 Foun 


He' tall, and he's ſtrait as the poplar tree, 

His cheeks are as freſh as the roſe; 
He Tooks Ike a ſquire of high _ 
When dreſt in his Sunday cloa 


soc. 


| Sung 27 Mrs. Brand, in the DoBor and Apothe car y. 
Z E hours that part my love and me, 4 


Os And flow with envy cree % 
4 he dawn of bliſs obſcur'd by 3 
Of doubt, in vain ye keep. 


Still I thro* ſorrow's tedious night 
Hape s friendly ſtar diſeern: 
On that I fix my anxious eye, 
Until my love return, 
B | ealouf 's efmicious power, 
Ml beer oe thy ſighs: 
Confiding in my er truth, 
My fondeſt withes rift, - 
Sull I thro' ſorrow s tedious mighty &c. 


= 


82 Sits before the ſtable yard, 


C59) 
e _ 
Sung by. Mr. Eowin, in tie Farmer. e 


OO KE, dear ma'am, I'm quite the thing 
Nattibus hey ! tippity ho! MN. 

In my ſhoe I wear a ſtring, 

Tied in a black bow, ſo. 
Cards and dice! I've monſtrous luck! 
I'm no drake, yet keep a duc 
Tho! not married, yet I'm a buck, 
| 'Lantherum ſwaſh kee vi. 


I've a purſe well ſtock'd with — braſs, 
hinkity hey, tinkity ho! 
I've good eyes, but cock my glaſs, 920 
Stare about, ſquintum ho! 
In two boots I boldly—walk. 
Piſtol, ſword, I never baulk. 
Meet my man, and bravely—talk, 


Pippity pop, coupee. 


Sometimes mount a ſmart cockade, : 
55 2 hey, ſtruttledum, hol 
From High-park to the Parade, 

(9%; em; Cocky my cary kee. 

As I paſs a ſentry box, | 

Soldiers reſt their bright firelocks, 

Each about his muſquet knocks, 

Rattledum = to me ! 


In the Mall, ma' am gives her card, 
Caſhedy me, Neiady ſhe! 


Leg —orum lounge a-row ! 
Pretty things I ſoftly—ſay, 2 
When I'm aſk'd our chairs to pay, 
Yes, ſays I, and walk—away, 
Pennybuſs tartum, ho! 


G8 
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| At Boulogne I liv'd a week, 
Frickaſee hey ! trickaſee ho! \ 
There fine French lenemd to 
Grinnibuſs ſkiptum ho! 
Slap French elack abotit, hantettr, 
Nevette chef d' awttre, bon bois, 
En bon 2 quel tot mon caur, 
iddledet foll, hee, hee! 


Rotten row my Sunday ride, 


Trottledetm hey, tumble off, ho! 
Poney, 1 fide 


E, 
indgall, glanderum, ho! 
Cricket I fam d Ne nick, 


Daddles, ſmotich Mendoza lick ; 
Up to ah! I'm juſt the kick, 
Alle mant cpr um toe! 


8 8. EN 
Sung by Mr. BriancusRDyi the gan; 


FLAXEN-headed cow-boy, as ſimple as may be, 


And next a merry plou h-boy, I whiſtkd ober the lea: 
But now a ſaucy footman, I trut in worſted lace, 


And ſoon I'll be a bdtler, and wag my Jolly face, 


ou ſteward I'm 2 Ttl Tnip a cadefman's bill, 


maſter's coffers empty, pockets for ts fill: 
* lolling in my Ates, nog a man Ill be.” 
You'll forget the little eloug-boy & that whiflled o er the lea. 


; I'll buy votes at efeftions, but when I've made the f, 


III and poll for the parliament, and then vote in el 
Whatever's good for —me, fir, I never will 


When all a * and Told off, why then 4'll {ell my noess 


£ — 


_ 
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II bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with ſpeeches charns | 


the ear, | 
And when I'm tir'd on my legs, then I'll Fo down a peer. y | 
In court ar city honour; 16 great a man IH be, 
' You'll gs © little plough-boy, that whiltled o'er the lea 


=_ 
S ON ©, 
Sung by Mr. Dau, th the Farmer. 


OULD I trace back the time, a far diſtant 4 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field; 
And the farm I now hold on your honour's eſtate, 
Is the ſame that ay grandfather tiſl'd. 
He, dying, bequeath'd #6 his ſon a good name, 
| atone] - y'd 5 wk —— OP 
For my child I've preſerv'd it tifbletithid with ſhame, 
And i till froms hot ſhall de free, 


s O S. 


Sing by u Szpewick, i in the Doctor and Apothecarys 


ET angry Ocean to the ky, 
| In . deſpite his hillo ws roll; 
y L Let thunders to his threats reply, 
| Fear is a ſtranger to 
Within the heart 1 4 N 
ö And bleſſes with his facred rays, 


If meaner paſſion e er N 
It fades before the hallow'd blazes 


ls p 
Tho! War with ſullen aſpect low ir, 
| And crimſon o'er thetronbled — 
: And emulate the hghtning's power, 
| Tbe dange — 2 ght I brave, 
Sg Within the han, &c. 


0 


Sd h) Mr. Jounsrons, in Nefnaa. 


In the morning that blow 


680) 
N . 


- 


T TER mouth, which a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 


Half opens to view, 


Is the bud of the roſe, 
Impearl'd with the dew, To 


More fragrant her breath, 


Than the flower-fcented heath, 


At the dawning of day; 
The hawthorn . 5 


Ihe lily's perfume, 
| Or the ; 


n 


eh 1 Baan in rh Dor end other 


TOW miſtaken is the lover, 4 
A: Who on words builds hopes of bliſs] * 
And fondly thinks we love diſcover, 


If perchance we anſwer, Yes. 


Prompted often by diſcretion, | 

Is the ſeeming Lind expreſhon, _ # 
When the tongue, the heart belying, 

Dares not venture on denying: | 
But in ſpite of diſcontent, 

Gives the ſemblage of conſent. 


Ho miſtaken, &c. 


_ 
Abt how vain is att profeſſion, - af Bhs 
Tuo the fauſt'ri —.— comply ! £ 
What avails the c LS. * 
| IF rr c eyes de | 


Happier far the experienc's watt, 

Kobe be triomph muſt attai dd. 

When in vain ſaccefilefs tial, | WEE 

Langua . L OE Ig 
Nbg — the hon, | 


6 len; 1 
Nr | | 
And the tongue Mil] faulters, No: WE 


— ä — 
1-00 "Mi Bobs ab wc 
11 Seng by Mr. Srocwrex, eee. 


= Anacreon, in heaven, where he fat iu fen ge, 
A few ſons of harmony ſent u petition, 


Tie he then their in 21 ui be, wy 
are From the Jolly ad oer 
'« Voice, — 2 
5 i; No longer Les 
us e wane, om A yer boot? 
. Aid beides, Ich inRrGCt r 
86 The myrtle of Vet Baches vines? 8 


The news thro” Olympus immechately New, / 
When old Thrinder pretended to give ER + 
If theſe rhortidls ate fiſfer'd their feheme'to purltie, _- 
66 2 ho 
« Hark! e 
8 In tranſports of 
6 A to the Tons of Anatrebn We ty; 
5 And there with good fellows, welt .catn Pore? | 
The myrtle of Venue with Bacchis's vine,” » 


r 
The yellow-hair'd god his nine fuſly maids 


From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee; 
& Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
6 And the bi-forked hill a mere deſart will be; 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
Shall ſoon do its errand. 
« And dn me, I'll ſwinge the ring-leaders, I warrantz 
« Fl trim the young dogs De thus daring to twine 
& The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, « Pr thee ne'er quarrel 
l. Good kin of the gods, with my vot'ries below g N 
& Your thunder 1s uſeleſs”? Then ſhewing his laure], 
Cried, . Hic envitabile fulmen, you know 2 g 
„Then over each head, 
My laure} PH fpread, 
So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhall dreads 
« Whilſt, ſmug in their club-room, they Jovaliy twing 
1 The wyrile of Venus with Bacchus 's vine.“ 


Next Momus roſe up; with his riſible hiz, 
And ſwore with A pollo he'd cheartully Joins 
6 'The full tide of oxen ſtill ſhould be his, 
But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh, ſhall be mine; 
6. Then, Jove, be not jealous 
« Of che honeſt fellows; 
Cried Jove, “ we relent, ſince the truth you now tell us} 
And ſwear, by old Styx, that they long ſhall entwine 
6“ The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus 's vine.“ TE 


Ye ſons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand; 
Preſerve unanimity, e and love: 


Tis your's to ſu N ppily n'd.: 8 
| You've the nth nal apes apt tho ea 74 
Pee * 
Our toaſt let it be, 


F * _—_— flouriſh ha Jo united, and free; 
the ſous of Anacreon entwine.. 


7% mori of Vows with Bacchus's vine. d een old 1 


( 8 ) 
D u E T. 


Sung by Mr. Lo wind Mrs. Maxryn, iu tis Farmer, 


PAY 


"= Epwiv.. 


King George's * hack wy 3 
o preſs your cheeſe, 


And feed your geeſe, +; | 
Tuck up * duds fad pou 1 | 


Mrs. Mazryn, 4 


Then hop my along, 
And 2 the Ay wh Bet along, 
ö But Rundy's ſtick 
_ © Your back ſhall lick, 
(J. You faucy moukey, get along. 


| Mr. Ep w] nn. a * 


. Ma chere ami, tout autre choſe; -" 
= Tho? gentlemen of bully knows, 
Oh, nothing yet, 
" Before my Bet, 
1 J kick a ſhin or pull a noſe. 
| Your love is incompatible, 
Since I am not come-at-able! 
For dance we're ripe, . 
D'ye hear the pipe 
And tabor, how rat- tat- able 


B O T 4. 
Vour love is, &c. 


Y dear 3 how you clack a ay, 


8 
2 K 2 cc 


(4) 
CO N G. 
Sung by Mr. Jonxsr NR, in the Form. 


Na more I'll court the towy bred fair, 

| Who ſhines in artificial beauty; 

For natiwe-charms without compare, = 
Claim all my-love, reſpe& and duty. 

Oh, my bonny Ret, ſweet blaſſom, 7 
Was I a king ſo proud to Wear thee, 
From off the vendant couch Ed bear thee, 

To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. 


Yet aſk me wheie thoſe beau ne, 
cannot 1ay in e or dimple; 
In blooming & or-ragzant. eye, vl 
*Tis happy nature wild aud ſimple. 
Oh, my bonny Bet, &c. 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 
And ſigh in numbers trite zud common; 
Ye gods! one darling wiſh be mine, 
And all 1 aſk is lovely woman» , 
Ob, my bonny Bet, G-. 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bew, 
Let thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing; 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, eff 
ith capture ev'ty ſenſe antrancing, | 
Ob, my bonny Bet, &c. 
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THE FLOWING . CANN. 


By Mr. DiBDi1N. 


X SAILOR's life's a life of woe, 
He work's now late now early, 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 
What then he takes it cheerly:- / 
 Bleſt with a. ſmiling cann of grog, 
If duty call, 
Stand, riſe or fall, 
Io fate's laſt verge he'll jog ; 


The cadge to weigh 
The ſheets belay, 
He does it with a with; 
To heave the lead, 
| Or to cat-head, 4; 
The pond'rous anchor fiſh ; 
For, while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, : 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 


Ie ſing à little, and if 4 little, 


And work a little, and ſwear a little, 
And fiddle a little, aud foot it a little, 
And feng the flowing cann. hs 


If howling winds and roaring ſeas 
Gave proof of coming danger, 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger; 
Bleſs'd with the ſmiling grog we fly, 
Where now.below 
We headlong go, 
Now rife on mountains high: 


* 
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Spight of the gale 
We hand the fail; + 7 
Or take the needful reef, | wo" EY 
Or man the deck | 
To cleer ſome wreck, 
ive the we relief: 
ol ough perils threat around; 
All ks of; danger's drown'd, 
Me deſpiſe it to a man, 


We feng a little, Sc. 


But yet think not our fate 1s hard, 
Though ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home, a ſweet reward! 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us? 
Now too the friendly rog, we qualt, 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love mot; 
And gayly ling, and laugh. 


The . oY 
Then for each girl 

The petticoat diſpla ; 

Tn he deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 

As we their charms ſurvey 3 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger droun d, 

We deſpiſe. it to a man: 


We fing a little, Sc. | 


(&@) 
THE LAMPLIGHTER. 
By Mr. bibi. 


Is vy Dick the lamplighter 
* 1 the fin's y* 
And believe it, Sig, 
For 12 m-a pretty lad, | 
Father and I the world do light, 
And make it look ſo gay, 


The difference is I lights by night, - 
And father lights by day, 


But father's not the likes of I 
For knowing life and fun, a 
For I queer tricks and fanc ey y 
Folks never ſhun the b 
Ro owls, and bats can t bear the lebe, 
ve heard your wiſe ones ſay, 
And ſo dy'e = I ſees at night 
Things never ſeen by _ 


At night men lay afide all art, | 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk, 4 
And many a face, and ma a heat 7 
Will chen pull off the 1 : 
Each formal prude and holy — 
Will throw diſguĩſe away, 
And ſin it openly all ni 5 
Who ſainted val 


His darling tvar# the wier views, 
Miſſes from wreck decamp, - 

And many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 4 
To kb country o'er his lamp: ß * 4 


D2 


(88); 


So father and I, d'ye take me right, 
Are juſt on the ſame lay; 
I bare-fac'd ſinners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by ays 


— 


—— — 


SATURDAY. NIGHT AT SEA. 
WRITTEN By un. DIBDIN. 


12 Saturday night, the twinkling ſlars- 
Shone on the rippling ſea, | 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The Ee was laſh'd alee: 
The ample cann adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee it out, | 
Each gave the lafs that he ador'd,. 
And puſh'd the grog ahout. 


Cried. honeſt Tom, my Peg I'll toaſt, 

A frigate neat and trims, 15 
All jolly Poitſmouth's- favourite boaſt, 

I'd venture life and limbz _/ 
Sail ſeven long years, and ne'er ſeeland,. 

Wich dauntleſs heart and ſtout, | 

So tight a veſſel to command, 

Then puſh the grog about. 


I'll give, cried little Jack, my. Poll, 

Sailing in comely ſtate, 

Top gan'tſals ſet, ſhe is 10 tall, 
She looks like a firſt rate. 

Ah! would ſhe take her Jack in tow;. 
A voyage for life throughout, 

No ac I'd wiſh to know,. 
Then puſh the grog about, | 


: 
þ 


600 
I. | give, cried I, my charming Nan, 
r 1 


m, handſome, neat, and tight, 


What joy ſo fine a ſhipto man? 
She is my heart's delight! 
So well ſhe bears the ftorms of life, 
Id fail the world throughout, 
Brave every toil for ſuch a wife, 
Then puſh the grog about. 
Thus to deſeribe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each his beſt manner tried: 
Till, ſummon'd by the empty cann, 
W. + _ hammocks _ 5 
et ſtill did they their vigi 5 
Though the nuke . ow 
For, in ſoft viſion's gentle ſleep 
Still puſh'd the grog aboui. 


hs + ® @® 
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SON G. 


LITTLIY #£X 


WRITTEN BY MR, DIBDINs 


ESPLENDENT gleam'd the ample moon, 


Reflefted on the glit'ring lee, 
The bell proclaim'd night's wofal noon, 
And ſcarce a ripple the ſea, 


When thus, for ſailors, nature's care, 


What education has denied, 
Are of ſtrong ſenſe, a bounteous ſhare, 


H 3 
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While thus in bold and honeſt guiſe, 
For wiſdom mov d his tongue, 
Drawing from wiſdom comfort's drop, 
In truth and fair reflection wiſe, 
Right chearfully ſung : 
Little Ben that kept his watch in the maintop. 


Why ſhould the hardy tar complain? 
A5 certain true he weatliers more 
From dangers on the roaring main 


Than lazy lubbers do aſhore, 


Ne'er let the noble mind deſpair, 


Though roaring ſeas run mountains high, 
All things are built with equal care, 
Firſt rate or wherry, man or fly; 
If there's a power that never errs, 
And certainly tis ſo, | 
For honeſt hearts what comfarts drop, 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Why not take in tow c 
Liule Ben, that keeps his watch in the maintop 


What though to diſtant climes T roam, 
Far from my darling Nancy's charms, _ | 
The ſweeter is my we . | 
To blisful moorings 1n her arms, 
Perhaps ſhe on that ſober moon 
A lover's obſervation takes, 
And longs that hutle Ben may ſoon 
Relieve that heart which ſorely achs, 
Ne'er fear, that power that never errs, 
That guards all things below, | 
For honeſt hearts what comfort drop, 
As well as kings and emperors, 
Will ſurely take in tow 


Little Ben, that keeps his watch in the ma:ntop, 


- 


| IRISH DRINKING SONG. 


* 


Written by Mr. Dany : X +. 
(ON the. ancients its ſpeaking my ſoul you'd be after, ; i 
0 


Dat they never got how come you ſo? _. 
uld you ſarioufly make the good folks die with laughter p 


To be ſure ** dog 's tricks we don't know. 
Wid your ſmalliliow nonſenſe, and all your queer . 


Since wiſkey's a liquor divine, 
7 To be ſure the old ancients, as well as the moderns, 
Did not love a fly fup of good wine 


|  Apicius and ®ſop, as authors aſſure us, _ 
Would {wig ti © drunk as a beaſt, ; 3 13 
Den what do you think of that rogue Epicurns?” _— 
Wannsee 7 4 
Wid your {malliliow,. Ke. | \.* 


Alexander the Greas, at his banquets who drank hard, 
When be no more worlds could ſubdue, 
Shed tears to be ſure, but e tears of the * 
To refreſh him and would not RNC" 
W:d. your dafi, Se.. 


Den dat t 3 old fellow + had called Ariſtotle, 
Such a devil of a tipler was he, 
| That one night, having taken 100 much of his bottle,.. | 
Thetaef * into the ſea. . 
Wid your ſmalliliow, c. 


Den they Ga what they call of their wine a libationg 
Which as all authority quotes, 
They threw on the ground, muſha what W 
To be ſure twas not thrown down their troats. 
Wid 155 N Kc. 
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SCENES OF MY YOUTH, 


AN OD £, ? 
BY MR. RAN NIE, 5 
. r I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 


And were moſt precious to me. SHAKESPEARS : 
'QCENES of my youth! ye once were dear, © 
Tho” ſadly I your charms furvey ; - | 
I once was wont to linger here, 
From early dawn to cloſing day. 


Scenes of my youth! pale Sorrow flings 7 
A ſhade o er all your beauties now; | 
And robs the moments of their win 


That ſcatter'd pleaſure as they flew. | 


While, fill, to heighten every care 
Refleftion tells me, ſuch things were. 


*Twas here a tender mother ſtrove 

Io keep my happineſs in view; | | 

I ſmil'd beneath a parent's love, | 2 
That ſoft compaſhon ever knew. 1. 


In whom the virtnes all combin dd, 
On whom I could with faith rely | 
To whom my heart and foul were join'd 
By mild Affection's primal tie! 
Who {miles in Heav'n, | exempt from care, 
Whilſt I remember, ſuch things were! Eg 


- "Twas here {where calm and tranquil reſt, 

O'erpays the peaſant for his toil 

That, rl in bleſſing, I was bleſt 
With glowing friendſhip's open ſmile, 


My friend, far diſtant doom'd to roam, 
Now braves the fury of the ſeas; 
He {led his peaceful, happy home, 

His little fortune to increaſe. 


Could 1 forget, that ſuch things were. 
Here firſt I faw the morn appear 


Till death in pity, end my care, 


LEST 
— 


Tf perchance Marinetta ſhould ſtray, 


. 


| 9 
While bleeds afreſh the wound of Care, 
When 1 remember, ſuch things were! 


"Twas here——ey'n in this blooming groves 
I fondly gaz'd on Laura's charms, 
Who, .bluſhing, own'd a mutual love; 
And melted in my youthful arms. 


Tho? hard the ſoul-confliting ſtrife, 

Vet fate, the cruel tyrant, bore - 

Far from my fight, the charm of life, — 
The . maid whom I adore, | 


— 


*T would eaſe my ſoul of all its care 


Of guileleſs pleaſure's ſhining dax; 
I met the — brightneſs here, 
Here mark'd the ſoft declining ray: 


- 


— Beheld the ſkies, whoſe ſtreaming light 
Gave ſplendor to the — ſun; {I 
Now loft in ſorrow's fable — * 12 #7) 


And all their mingled Glories gone! 


Haw 
* 


I muſt remember, ſuch things were. 


PASTORAL EPITAPH. . 


T5 this turf which now covers my clay, 
Where the w yrtle-and willow appear, 


And pity ſhould prompt a. kind tear; 
She may learn, from the ruſtics, who own 
That time had my conſtancy try'd,- * 

That the force of afeftion alone 


Was the cauſe that poor Theodore died. 


THE 
convaivaia L 
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PRESIDENT's SENTIMENTAL COMPANION, 


I 


. AY the revolution in France prove r 1 ial 4 
M to the French, and their nei Urs,. N 


May the virtues of 'George deſcend io his poſter and 
en Gareth \» io * 

May choſe who would . innocence de perf the 

r = 

| May the ſevered child "Bi return to the breaſt of hey " 

5. mother: N. B. America. | 


May ſolid honour ſoon take place of ſeming religion, 
May the layle of the fair reward the effonsof mri ws 


lovers. 


May thoſe ho wand? revid'im the wine f Bete r her 
"dies dance in a hempen'neckcloth, 


May. the grave lo in vain for tbe bones of C 
Vibe Abd ng gape corgy 


12 


XZ May the Briuſh fair ones always wear goods. thas have been 


May the lovers of Britain ſhare the benefits af her. conſli- 


> 


4 ment. 


May reality prove the mid wife in bringing nnen 


May the rope bind thoſe who diſgrace the garter, 


1 A 
Reitain? body politi experience: the; union of: the 
May r to any of its da. * 


May e eee Pit it 


originated from. 


honeſtly entered. 


the Revolution Society prove the falſehood: of a lte 
W. U ating up to the principles of that inſlitution. 


tution, and her enemies feel the weight of her reſent- 
May Nootka never again prove a based diſenſion. 


of virtuous imagination. 


May every rank pratiſe ihe vixtues belonging to ĩta ſlation· 
May the union nnn. 6— 5 r 


invincible. 


0 the "yy if - poffuble, prove better 
Mo, than the Prince of 5 > ina 


Man Britiſh. girls. always prove chaſte, and Britiſh - wives 


May 2 ſons of libeny be rewarded 25 the daughters of 


V irtue. 


May the head of Great Britain, never prove too heavy for 


her heels. 


May che proteſtant ſucceſſion never meet with i interruption 
in Great Britain, 


% , : 


May thoſe who fall by misfortune be lified up by the bands | 


of friendſhip. 


May the rich ſupport the poor, and "0p; * W che 


1 ich. 


> -% 
- _ 
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T O As N 
May the bankrupt laws ſoon become weak f in Cr 


Britain. 
May the laws of the land be always conforant to thoſe of 


nature. 


May che annals of Great. Britain never fuffer a moral or 


political*blot. 
May temperance giide our poor, and cibiteratioh our rich, 


May the frowns of avarice never disfigure the face of 4 < 


Briton. 
May the ſmiles of mutual ELLE EIS ever ſit brooding on 
| the countenances of our parents and children, 8 
May the old Were We) Young, , and che young reverence 


if the o C C 


May the "Dy of our vo exceed that of our mulical 
inſtrumems. 


| Tide mind. 
May the ajeflive vidotious de ever Joined | to the fubllan; 


tive Britain. 


: May the errors of his head never ah the heart of a Belk 
May the cannon, and the canon of Procellantiſm 28 an 3 


overmatch for all their oppolexs.. . 
Be the Aſter oO ho ever 5 in 25 ſiſter Fer 


| 


| May he bleſſings ** peace overtidlanee the miſefies of war. $4. 
70 May the pains of the body neyer "Reon the energies of 


oo 


